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BIOGRAPHICAI. NOTICE. 

T he reign Louis XIV. in France, like tie age of 

Pericles at ancient Athens, was remarkable for literary 
^cellence no less than for military achievements. ■ In 
dramatic poetry the names of Compile) Moli^re, and Bacine 
are'not unworthy of comparison with those of Sophocles, 
Aristophanes, and Euripides. Like Euripides, Bacine con¬ 
fined himself almost exclusively to tragedy; but as the former 
has left one Satyric drama,—“ the Cyclops,*'—as evidence 
of his capacity for i/ustained humour, so thejlatter has given 
us ** Les Plaideurs,** as his sole contribution to the Comic 
M^se. In their distinguishing characteristics as authors, 
the two ]3Qets have points of resemblance. In both alike 
tenderness and sweetness are more conspicuous than sub- 
limity and force. In each writer there is a curwsafelicitaa 
*of lail^age that confers the stamp of originality upon the 
style rather thaiy>n the thoughiis, which wouldi oftei^appear 
tame an^, commonplace if expressed iniess fittingly chosen 
terms. This feature renders the task of a translator an 
especially difficult one, and demands the constant indul¬ 
gent oi a reader who has lefbned to appreciate those graces 
of diction which no foreign language can precisely imitate. 
In Badne, as in Euripides, the play of contending emotions 
is more prominently presented than sensational incidents of 
horror and bloodshed; and another common f(ait is the 
.analytical and argumentative vein which occupies so large 
^ space as often to tax the patience of the readei^and still 
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more of the spectator who requires the coustant stimulus 
of brisk and spa^kling^ialogue. 

^Racine's strict adherence to the unities of action, time, 
and pjace, as prescribed By Aristotle and enforced bj the 
critical authority*of Boileau,^ is felt by an Buglishmin, 
accustomed to the Unlicensed freedom of our own Elisa-. 
*bethan dramatists, as a needless restriction, which tends to 
sender the adion monotonous. But this, if it is to be ter 
garded as a defect, is oue from which the French stage haw 
been slo^ to emancipate itself; and thm genius of Barine 
was of such a kind as to con^rm itself to such shackles 
con aTnore, far more so than that 5f Corneille or Yoltait^. 
The simplicity of jjjot •in most of Racine's plays enables 
him to exert his peculiar excellence, the skill with which he 
can by constantly shifting the point of view introduce a 
succession of novel effects with few materials. Not but 
that this simplicity is in some cases carried too far for a 
drama intended for representation on the stage; as, for 
instance, in “ Berenice,” where the changes are rung with 
weariapme iteration on the varying tones of disappointed 
love; whereas the tangled web of passion in such a play as 
** Andromaque ” ^ves much greater scope for sustaining 
the attention with growing interest to tiie end. 

’ Born on or about December 2l8t, 1639, at the litfil^towh* 
of La A^erte^Milon, about equidistant f^m-Meaux and 
Reims, Jean Ra:cin» was the son of a minor government 
official, who was charged with the collection of the salt tax, 
a position which gave him some degree of importance in 
the poet's native place. His fkmdy were well connected, 
and the ancestral arms were a rebus of a rat. and a swan, 
(rat-cygne). He was his father’s only son, and* borfe his 

* As aiM^rstood by ths classical school of French dramatisto, th^ 
rules prescribe ^servance ofhthe following ccmaidons: i. Unity .of 
action, ^ the predominance of one main plot. 2. Ufcity ^ 

’ limits the action to the course of a single day. 3. Unity of pls^ . 1; 
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natue. He bad but one sister, Marie* about a year youngef 
tban^umself. The two children srere left orphans when 
Jean was only four years of age, and though they bad a 
step-mother, she does not appear to have tal^en any inte- 
r^t in their subsequent fortunes. Thcpbrother ana sister ' 
were adopted by their parents’ families, Jean finding a 
home witbi his paternal grandfather, while their mother’^ 
father took care of little Marib. His grandfather diq^ 
when Jean was only ten; but his grandmother, Marie des 
Moulins, oontinqisd to treat him as a son, and^a tender 
attachment existed betweeh them, as is shown by his cor¬ 
respondence with his siliter, until her death in 1668, when 
he had already appeared before the yrorld as a poet and 
dramatist. 

He recrived his earliest education at the college, or 
grammar school, of Beauvais, leaving it at the age of six¬ 
teen for one„of the three rural branches of the famous 
abbey of Port Boyal, where he remained from 1655 till 
1658. The Port Boyalists are closely associated with the 
pq|t*s subsequent career, and the religious influence| which , 
were then brought to bear upon his youthful mind were 
destined'to assert themselves in later life in a way that, ^ 
eombined with disappointment and chagrin, changed him 
• fronp^man of pleasure and fashion into a conscientious 

devotee: and the author of ** Esther and ** Athalie ** un- 
0 # # 
doubtedly owed much to the pious “Solitaires’* under whose 

change* he passed the most impressionable years of life. 

But at the rime the ardent and imaginative youth chafed 

ag|iu8t the austere spirit sthat prevailed at the “ Petites 

Eooles’* of Port Boyal; and the somewhat imrrow-minded 

strictness of their regulations long rankled in his bosom, 

afid ev^tuaJly found expression in a savage tirade against 

his. old instrUctoni# of which further mention will have to 

bh. m^e.' A singie incident willlbe sufficieift to show both 

the diaciplihe to which he was subjected, ind thea 
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^detenuined spirit witH whidi He resented opposition to His 
favourite tastes. A Gseek romance, written in tHe fbnrth 
century of the dhristian era, by a future Bishop of the 
Church, the ** iEthiopica "sof Heliodorus, having fallen into 
tis hands, he wa# perusing it with the utmost avidijy, 
when one of his masters, Claude Lancelot, snatched the 
jrolume from his hands, and threw it into the,fire. The 
ijjameless adventures of Theagenes and Chariclea scarcely 
deserved such violent treatment, but the worthy man no 
doubt acM. up to his light, and the mei^*name of a love 
story was probably quite cnoifgh to make him deem it. 
pernicious. Young Eacine's curiosity, however, was not to 
be so easily l>alked,^anil he managed to procure another 
copy. This too was confiscated by the zealous nrngiMer 
morunif and followed the fate of its predecessor But the 
lad was more than a match for his tutor, and, recovering ' 
the forbidden treasure a third time, made hjmsel&master 
of its contents, and is even said to have learned them by 
heart. Then with triumphant impertinence he presented 
, the bqpk to Lancelot, saying: “ You may bum this, as 3 jpu 
have done the others.” The tale was one that lingered 
, affectionately in his remembrance, and he was at We time 
intending to make it the subject of a play, as was actually 
done by Lorat about a hundred years afterwards. ^ There ‘ 
are oth^ storjes told of him^at this time which show that 
his memory was asjretentive as his imagination was alert. 

^ Greek poetry was more to his taste than theological dis** 
quisitions, and he gave his good preceptors much anzicfty 
and distress by the zest with ^icH he devoured the Axe¬ 
man dramatists, as contrasted with his disinclination for 
pious instruction. Sophocles and Euripides ware ^s 
favourite authors. He could repe^it large portions of 
plays, andfthey were his chosen companions'when He wah- 
dered through*the woods, or buried himself in their deej^st^ 
vsolitudls. He made copious notes in mafgins of 
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poc^Gt volumes, and essayed poetical! composiuons of liis 
own oxf similar themes, a frivolous %nd dangerous amuse¬ 
ment which, when discovered, drew down^ upon hinf tllfe 
censure of the authorities, and, as a punishment, it was 
thought advisable to turn his gift to religious uses set¬ 
ting him the task of translating the Latin hymns of his 
Breviary inlp h’rench verse, an occupation to which he re- , 
turned in the closing years of his^e. ^ 

He left the Pbrt Royalists before he was nineteen, and 
proceeded to Bari^ in order to study philosophy and logic 
at the College d*jHarcourt. ‘But he appears to have de¬ 
voted himself with more%.rdour to sociability and pleasure, 
with gay companions like the Abbe Yasseur and La 
Fontaine, to whom in his letters, and no doubt in his con¬ 
versation at this period, he loved to mimic the pious 
•phraseology of his former instructors. He was boarded 
with his* cousin, Nicolas Vitard, who was steward to the 
Puc' de Luynes; and Eacine himself, at a later time, 
formed one of that noblepian’s household. In an amusing 
letter written to Le VMseur from Chevreuse, near Ver¬ 
sailles, he deplores ^s absence from Paris as an exile in 
Babylon, hnd describes his uncongenial duties in super¬ 
intending the alterations at the Duke’s chateau, which he 
Varied*frequent visits to the neighbouring tavern, and 
by reading ami writing poetry, with a soupQon of romantic 
adventure in connectioii with a lady w]jo, as ^le enigmati- 
!cally remarks, “ mistook me yesterday for a bailiff.” In 
1600 he made an unsuccessful attempt to get a play of his 
. put jirpon the stage, wMdh bare the title of ” Amasie,” and 
another was at least ti^en in hand, if not completed. 
effoHs led him into the society of actors and actresses, 
friends of Port Poyal grew more and more^ uneasy 
as to'his manner of life. An ode that he wrote about this 
^ ^3^ m h<mburof king's marriage with the infanta Maria 

W^b!!^.bxpiight h|m the substantial reward of a hundred 
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tofUa ^ or, Se entitled this effusion “ La Hymphe de la 
Seine.** He had ^ow^ven up all thoughts of his original 
desthiatioDfthetegal profession, hut was induced, in 1661, to 
prepare himself for holy orders at Uz^s in Languedoc, with 
his ihatemal uncle, P^re Sconin, who was willing to red^ 
to him, when qualified, the benefice that he himself held, 
if there should be none other available. Eadpe remain^ 

' at Uzcs for a*year and more, studying theology, but with 
%is heart still devoted to the Muses, as is shown by his 
critical ^remarks upon Pindar and Hoiq^, which he wrote 
while there. The clerical life Was not one to which Badness 
temperament, at least at this tims^ was at all adapted, and 
it was probably his sense of this incompatibility, as much 
as the difficulties which presented themselves in obtaining 
a satisfactory living, that determined his abandonment of 
a scheme which he had been led to adopt under strong 
pressure from without. He was, indeed, inetitu^ prior 
of Epinay, but this was an office which could be held by a 
layman; and when it involved ^him in a. lawsuit which 
threatened to be interminable, he did not care to reta^ it 
long ifter finding his true vocation as a dramatic author: 

In 1668 Bacine was once more in Paris, and*made the 
acquaintance of Moli^re and Boileau. His friendship with 
the latter remained unbroken through life; but the former^p 
kindness was repaid with a discourteous ingratitude which 
was unpardonable^ and is, unfortunatelyrnot the only in¬ 
stance of this blemish in his character. It wsOi under 
Moli^re*8 friendly auspices that Bacine’s first published 
play, “ La Th^aide,** was pu4 upon the stage. This was 
at the Palais Boyal, Molicre’s own theatre, and it 1^ a 
run of a dozen nights, and was revived the neit season. 
It was in the same year (1664) that Louis XIV.*g xepowery 
from th^ measles inspired our courtly poet to ce^bmte 
this important event in huch flattering verses tbat,,^ Was 
rewavded with a pension of six hundred francs, anil us wiul 
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ind«bt6^ to munificence of the Oourt many “ re* 
freeheifc** on other oc(;a.sions. 

Hhr next play was ** Alexandre le Orafid/’ which^was 
fl^so brought out by Moli^re, ineDecember, 1665; and it 
.wa%in connection with this arrangement 4hat the rupture 
i between the two had its origin. The seuEiitive poet seems 
' to haTe/ beqp disgusted by the manner in which it was ^ 
being acted; for, a fortnight aftef it had beSn put on the 
bOarde at the Palais Poyal, Moh^re’s company leamedf 
with astohishmeni^nd indignation that it was being simul¬ 
taneously performed at a riVal theatre, that of the H6tel 
de Bourgogne. The actors at the Palais Eoyal punished 
the poeifs underhand conduct by. mulcting him of his 
share of the profits, and dividing them all among theih- 
selves. Another quarrel occurred about this time which 
reflects still less credit upon Bacine’s sense of generosity 
and gratitude.^ His friends of Port Boyal, amongst whom 
were some of Us own kinsfolk, regarded his career as a 
winter of plays^ and his iptimacy with actors and actresses^ 
witji alarm and aversion. His auiit, Agnk Bacine, who 
was one of them, wrote him an affectionate letter sor¬ 
rowful remonstrance, the only immediate effect of which 
was a bitter resentment which soon afterwards found ex- 
*pres8h>q in a wholesale invective directed against the prin¬ 
ciples and practice of the Port Boyalists. His wi]|th was 
aggravated by a pamphlet war betw^n hil old master, 
^erre Hicole, and a certain Desmarets; who had attacked 
all Jansenists as heretics.' Hicole, in his reply, taunted 

Pe|marets with having lEonaerly written novels and plays, 

.1 

C^nsliiis Jensen wu a Dutch divine, whose tenets on Once and 
set forth in his great work “ Augustinns,” were con< 
dei^i^ Ihree successive Popes. The Jansenisi doctrines were enp^ 
by the Port Poyalists and oppos^ by the Jesuits i* France, tin 
^heipal chanpiohs of the Ibrmer party being Fasdal, Arnauld, and 
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and too^ oc&sion tb inveigh against all such peopl^ as 
public poisoners. * B%cine chose to consider hitns^ 
senaily insultedTby these strictures, and wrote a coup& df 
violent letters, in which he did all he could to eSpose "^e 
Port*Koyalist8 to ridicule and contempt. The publicans’ll 
of the first of these letters widened the breach tl^t already 
existed between them and their headstrong jfirotegi i but ^ 
he was induced by the judicious advice of Boileau tu forego 
liis intention of sending the second letter also to the press* 
nor didtit see the light of publicity tj^ after the p06t*S 
death. He even endeavoured*to arrest the sale of the first 
letter, and long afterwards, at a nfeeting of the Academy, 
referred to this incident as the most disgraceful spot in 
his life, and one that he would give his heart’s blood to 
efface. 

In 1667 one of his best tragedies, and by many it is 
reckoned his masterpiece, was acted at the l^dtel de Bour¬ 
gogne. This was ** Andromaque,” and the part of the 
heroine was taken by Mademoiselle du Fdrc, whom Bacine 
persuaded to leave the Palais Boyal for the purpose. J[ts 
success was immediate, and his reputation established as a 
formidable rival to Oomeille. Nor has the verdict of pos¬ 
terity felled to confirm the judgment of his contemporaries. 
With the exception of “ Phiidre,” no other of his t^^edied* 
has be^ more often represented at Parisian theatres, and 
the late G. )l. Lqyres, among English critics, Jias pro¬ 
nounced the character of Hermione to be the finest creailoii 
of Eacine’s genius. 

“ Andromaque ” was followid in 1668 by his first j^id 
last comedy, “ Les Flaideurs; ” and the popularity of this 
clever travesty of law and lawyers h^, like Cowper’e 
** John Gilpin,” made the author’s name femiliar to many 
who have kittle or no acquaintance with his mom serious 
work. He had himself had some experience of a court of 
justices It has been already mentioned that he he}d for la 
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time the title of Prior of Epinav; bht his right was dis- 
puti^taad the lawsuit that foUowed brought the whole 
into such a state of mystification and confusion 
that the prospect of any definite decision seemed as remote 
as* the Greek Kalends. Ko such witty* satire had been 
directed against the gentlemen of the long robe since the 
days of Bab^lais, though somehow it failed to make a hit • 
at first, but when “ le grand monfirque ” deiced to laugh^ 
at it> Paris began to see the joke, and laughed too. 

Kacine was now^teadily producing a new dram^ almost 
every year; and between 16d4 and 1677 ten of his plays 
were acted on the Paris boards. He only wrote two more, 
after a long interval, and those for special purpose, and 
in quite another vein. In 1673 he received the blue ribbon 
of literary ambition, the honour of admission among the 
famous forty of the Acad^mie Fran 9 aise, which had been 
founded Jby Bichelieu in 1635. Four years later he was 
appointed to sliare with his friend Boileau the distinction 
of historiographer to th^ king, to which office there was 
att£^hed the annual salary of 2,000 crowns. He wa%thus 
relieved fibm the necessity of supporting himself by writing 
, for the stage, and this had probably as much to do with 
his long silence, which lasted from 1677 to 1689, as the 
annoyan^ and disappointment which he felt at the com¬ 
parative failure of his latest and perhaps l^st classical 
tragedy, “ Ph^dre^* A plot had been set on foot by the 
DuchessS de Bouillon and others to damn the play by 
buying up all the best seats at the theatre of the Hdtel 
Boulogne, where “ Phedre *bwas to appear, and by start¬ 
ing a rival drama at another house, composed by a book- 
self’s hack of the name of Pradon on the very same 
thei^e. For the first few nights Bacine’s play was acted 
to. empty boxes, and though the triumph of his^ enemies 
was shori lived, the poet’s feelings were so deeply wounded 
that he renounced aU further efforts to court the favdur of 
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the fiekle public. He had even serious thoughts of for* 
saking the world altegether, and becoming a l)ut' 

w*a8 persuaded to adopt what , for him at least waSi W 
doubt a wiser course, and*at the age of thirty-eight 
he married Catherine de Eomauet, a simple minded JiiUt 
excellent woman, who had a little fortune of her own. > jhs 
• a husband and a father (he had a family of t'yro sons and 
^ve daughters), he gavd himself up to a blameless ,imd 
domestic life, and a complete reconciliation with the Soli¬ 
taires of Port Koyal was cemented by a frank ajpology for 
the sarcasms which he had levelled against them ten ye^’ 
before. Boileau acted as peacentaker on this occasion, fii, 
he had endeavoured 1» do when the rupture took place* 
and it is amusing to learn how the austere Antoine Ajnauld 
and Pierre Nicole were persuaded to read their^ old pnpil*s 
version of the time-honoured story of Phaedra and Hippo- 
lytus, and that the former relented so far qs to praise the 
moral lesson which it taught, though he could not forgive 
him for trying to improve upon Euripides, and complained, 
*‘Why did he make Hippolytus in love? ** 

As the king*s historiographers, Boileau and ,Bs^ine ac¬ 
companied his victorious troops on several campaigns, but 
neither of them did more than accumulate materials which 
were never reduced to any coherent and permane^t^shap#. 
Like ithe ypunger poet, ]goileau discontinued ^1 other 
literary work for many years after his appointment to this 
office. The regularity of Bacine’s married life wal ail that 
his friends of Port Boyal could desire. He mapped out 
his hours with methodical pirecmon, giving one thj|d! of 
his day to devotional exercises, another to his professional 
avocations, and the remainder to his family and frien^$. - 
Madame de Maintenon, whom Louis XIV. had prjya^ly 
married tn 1684, took a warm interest in a convent for the 
education o^ young lalies, which she had ea^blishlsd, at 
St. Cyr. Here it was the custom for the girhs to 
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plaj9 0 certain times, cliiefl j those of Corneille and Bacine; 
and thil they ha4 done on one occasion with such evident 
reHah lor the tenderer passages, when *' Andromache ’* had 
he€|p selected for performance, thift it was^deemed unsuit¬ 
able* for repetition, and Bacine was requested by Madame 
Maintenon to write something expressly for her young 
fcharg^ of a more edifying tendenjiy. Boileai} advised him 
ito decline the commission as one Weath his powers, but * 
he was unwilling to offend Madame de Maintenon, and 
determined to doT his best. .The fruit of this resolution 
|wa8 the sacred drama of “Esther,” which was privately 
toefformed at the Maison de Si Oyr in 1689, and met with 
puch applause. Encouraged by this success, he essayed 
Eb higher flight in “ Athalie,” which was acted by the same 
young performers in 1691, and is justly regarded as the 
finest specimen of its kind. Neither of these sacred dramas 
was acted'on a public stage till long after Eacine's death, 
whi^ occurred on the 12th of April, 1699. A short his¬ 
tory of Port Boyal was hierlast work, and formed a fitting 
Donchision to his chequered relations with that cclebiflited 
community; for therein he did full justice to the merits to, 
which he had been blinded by passion in the hoitor days 
of his theatrical career, and nobly repaid the debt of grati¬ 
tude t&t he owed to those whose pious instruction^ had 
so long lain dorm^t but not dead, as testified d^y his* sub¬ 
sequent conversion and the exalted religibus sentiments of 
his later writings. 
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THE THEBAIDj 

OK, 

THE* BROTHERS AT WAR 

A TRAGEDY. 






INTRODUCTION TO THE THEBAID. 

*♦ 

^ j ■'HIS which was first ac^ied in 1664, when Racine was 

•L in his twenty-fifth yoiir, is a tragedy founded upon the 
" ^ven against Thebes *’ of iBschylus and the ** Phoenician 
Women ’* of Euripides. The part of* Hsemon is borrowed 
from the ** Antigone of Sophocles, and free use has been 
made of Rotrou's tragedy of the same name. The author,, 
in the preface to this diama in his collected works, begs 
the reade];*s indulgence for its imperfections, in considera¬ 
tion of the early* age at which he wrote it. He apologizes 
for the wholesale slaughter of nearly all the characters at 
its close on the ground that he has therein only followed 
tradition. Lore occupies but a subsidiary place in 4he 
development of" the plot, the main theme being the hatr^ 
between the sons of (Edipus, as inheritors of the curra 
pronounced against the latter for the parricide and incest 
o^whic^ he' was unwittingly guilty. 

The ihfltience of Corneille is strongly marked in ,thj^ the 
sarliest of Racine’s fmblished plays ; and neithef in matter 
nor style there more than a faint promise of original 
genius. . 



chara.ctI:bs. 

r * 

Kteoclbs, King of Ththeo, 

F01.TMICB6, hroth&r of EUeool^. 

JocASTA, mother of those tvco princes^ and of Antigone^ 
Antiqome, sisCer of Eteocles and Polynices. 

Crkon, their uncle. * 

Hjkmon, son of Oreon, lover of Antigone. 

Oltmpia, conjidential friend of docasta. 

Attalus, eonfidential friend qf Crean. 

A Soldier of the army of Polynices. 

Guards. 


The tcene is laid at Thebes^ in a r 4 X)ni of the palace. 
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TPHE BlPOTHE»S AT WAR.' 

ACT I. 

Scene 1. 

JocASTA, Olympia, 

JOCASTA. 

Olympia, are they gone ? grief is mine. 

To with weeping for one moment’s rest! 

For m long months mine eyes have open’d thus 
Only to tears, nor ever closed in peace; 

Ah, would that death might seal them up for aye. 
Ere they behold this darkest deed of all! 

Hikve encountered ? 


OLYMPIA? 

From th* high city wall 
1 saw their hosts for battle all array’d. 

Their bright arms flashing dn tj;ie sun ; then left 
The ramparts straight to bring you word ; for there 
I saw the king himself march, sword in hand. 
Before his troops, teaching the stoutest hearts 
Sur|>assing eagerness to dare the worst. 

JOCASTA. 

No doubi remains, Olympia, they are bent 
On* nint^l filaughter. Let the Princess know. 
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And bid her hasten hither. Bighteoiis HeaT*n, 
Support mj ii^kneAs. We must after themt 
IPliOT these un&itural brothers, or else die 
Slain hj their hands. {The fatal day is come, 

Bate dread of -^hich has fill’d me with despair ? 

Of no avail have been my prayers and tears; 

The Fates not yet their wrath have satisfied. 

O Sun, tl^t givest light to all the world, • 

Why hast thou left us not in deepest night? 

Shall thy fair beams on deeds of darkness shine,. 
Nor horror turn thine eyes from what^we see? 

Alas, such portents can apjml no more, 

The race of Laius has made thejn thte; 

Thou canst unmoved behold my guilty sons. 

For crimes more heidous yet their parents wrought $ 
Thou dost not shudder if my sons forswear 
Their solemn oaths, unnatural murderers both. 
Knowing them from incestuous union born. 

Bather would’st wonder were they virtuous. 


8ceTM?% 

JoCASTAi AnTIOONE, OlTMPIA. 
JOCASTA. 

My daughter, have you heard our miseiy ? 

ANTIOONE. 

Yes, they have told me of my brothers^ rage. 

JOCASTA. 

Let us then hasten, dear A^tigoi^e, 

To stop, if it may be, their fratricide. .-5 

Come, let us show them what they hold most dessifV^ 
And see if they will yield to our attack. 

Or if in blind^ frenzy they will dare 
To shed our blood, eire each the other slays. 

ANTIGONE. 

Mother, ’tis over! Eteodes is here^I 
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Seem 3. 

JocASTA, Etboclbs„ Antbqone, Oltupia. 

JOCASTA. 

Your lurm, OljmpiB! Anguish makes me weak. 

BTEOCLEB. 

Mother, what trouble ails you ? 

4 

JOCA8TA. 

Ah! my son! 

Do not I see your raiment stain’d with blood ? 

Is it your brother’s blood ? Is it your own ? 

I 

ETEOGLES. 

No, Madw, it is neither. In his camp ‘ . 

My brother Polynices loiters yet, 

And will not meet my challenge face to face. 

But only sent an Argire force, that dared 
Disjtfite our sally from these walls; rash fools 1 
I made them bite the dust; their blood it is, 

Which you may see. 

. JOCASTA. 

But what did you intend P 
What sudden impose led you, all at once, ' 

To pour your troops upon the plain ? 

ETEOGLES. 

• ’Twas time 

I ac|0, as I did, for, lingering here. 

My grew tarnish’d, and hard words arose 
From;kJl the people, blaming me for sloth, 
Whe#4^^’^ already Famine’s dreadful form; 

I heajrd regrets that they had crown’d me king. 
Complaints that I.had &.ird to justify 
ilieir ohoice to that high rank. So, come what may 
I mu^ content them; TheWs from this day forth 
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Shall captive be no ftiore; no troops of mine 
Being left to overawe let her decide, 

Alone, the issufe. I have men enough 
To keep the field; if Foijfune aid our arms, 

Bold Poljnices and his proud allies 
Shall leave her free, or perish at my feet. 

JOCASTA. 

^Hcav'ns! dould you let such blood your arms defil^? 
Has then the crown for you such fatal charm ? ' 

If only«to be gain’d by fratricide, , • 

Would my son wear it at a price so dear? 

Does honour urge ? With you alpne it rests 
To give us peace without recourse to crime, 

And, vanquishing •yodr savage wrath this ^y. 

Your brother satisfy and reign with him. 

ETEOCLES. 

■* 

To share my crown! And call you that to/eign^'' 

To tamely yield what my own right has giv*n I - 

JOCASTA. 

You know, my son, how birth and justice grant 
This dignity to him as well as you ; 

How G^ipus, ere ending his sad course, 

Ordain’d that each of you his year should reign, 

And, paving but one kingdom to bequeath. 

Will’d you thould both b^ rulers in you* turn. 

To these conditions you subscribed. The lot 
Summon’d you first to pow’r supreme, and so 
The throne you mounted, unopposed by him. 

Unwilling now to let him talie ydur place. 

ETEOCLES. 

Ko, Madam; to the sceptre he has lost 
All claiin^, since Thebes refused to ratify 
Our compact, and, in nSaking me her king, 

*Tis ^e, not I, who barr’d him from the throne: 

Has Thebes less reason now to dread his pow’r. 
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After six months of outrage at his hands ? * 

HoW cguld she e’er obey that savage.Prince 
. V^ho arms against her Famine and tne Swerd ? i 
How eould she take for king Mycenae’s slave, 

Who for all Thebans hatred only reels ? ^ 

t^ the king of Argos basely bound/ 

’ marriage to our bitterest foes ? 

Fok Ajgos chose him for his son-in-law, 

Xn ho^B IhSt by his means he might behold* 
in ashes. Love had little part 
In such ^hl union; fury lit the torch ^ 

Of Hymen. Th^s, t’escap^ his chains, crown’d me. 
Expects thro’ me to see her troubles end. 

Must needs accuse me if I play her false,— 

1 am her captive, I am not her king^ 


JOCABTA. 

,Say, rather say, ungrateful heart and fierce, 

’ Nought else, cAn move you like the diadem. 

Yet I am wrong; it is not royal rank. 

But guilt alone, that has a charm for you. 

since your soul so hungers after that, 

Why stop at fratricide ? Slay me as well. 

Seems it small sin to shed a brother’s blood ? 

I offer you my own. Will that sufiice ? 

Thus Jhen will you have vanquish’d all your foes, 
rtemoved all checks, committed every crime. 

No hateful rival to the throne be left, 

' And you }>e greatest of all criminals! 


BTEqpLES. 

_ fc. ■ 

What^will content you. Madam ? Must I leave 
The throne, and crown my brother king instead ? 
Must I, to further your unjust design. 

Own him as lord who is my subject now, 

And, to advance you to your height of bliss, 
Yield myself up a prey to his revenge ? 

Must I ‘Subinit to die r— 
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t 

lOCASTA. 

What words are these ? 

Ck)od HeaY*ns! How ill^^ou read my secret heart! 
I do hot ask you*to resign yoiir sway; 

Beign still, my son, for such is my desire; 

But if my many woes can pity stir, 

' If in your breast you keep some love for me, 

Or if your own unblemish’d fame be dear. 

Then let your brother share that high estate; 

Only aif empty splendour wilj be his; • * 

Your pow’r enhanced thereby will sweeter prove; 
Your subjects'all will praise the gSnerous deed, 
And ever wish to keep^ prince so rare; 

This noble act wilI*not impair your rights, 

But render you the greatest of all kings. 

As the most just. Or, if you will not bend 
To meet a mother’s wish, if, at such price, 

Peace seems impossible, and pow’r alone • 

Has charms for you ; at least, to give me ease, 
Suspend your arms. Grant to ypur mother’s tears 
This favour, while I seek your brother’s camp: 

Pity perchance may in his soul reside; 

Or I at least may bid my last farewell. 

This moment let me go, e’en to his tent, 

And unattended; this shall be my hope; 

My heart-felt sighs may move him to relent., • 

A 

ETEOCLES. 

Mother, you need not go; here may you see 
Your son agam, if in that interview 
You dnd such charms. It rAts with him alone 
To effect a truce. This very hour your wish 
May be fulfill’d, this palace welcome him. 

I will go further, and, that you may know 
He wrongs me in imputing treachery. 

And thari play no hateful tyrant’s part, 

Let sentence be pronounced % gods and men* 

If so^he people will, to him I yield ^ 
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M)r place but let bim bow to their*decree,* 

If it J)e exile; yea, Ipledge my 

and unfetter’d Thebes shall choose her kmg. 


Seme 4. 

JooAStA, £t 80 cles, Antio^ne, Obeoni Olthpia* 

CBEON. 

The saUy has alilhn’d yourjsubjects, sire; 

Thebes at your fancied loss already weeps, 

^ViThile horror and affright reign everywhere, 

And people tremble gazing from the yralls. 

ETEOCLES. 

Soon shall their vain alarm be quieted. 

Madam, 1 go to join my gallant troops; 

Meanwhile ^u may accomplish your desires, 

Bring Folynices in, and talk of peace. 

Oreon, the queen commands here in my room, 

P^pare the people to obey her will; 

Your son, Menssceus shall be left behind 
To take and give her orders; him I choose, 

For, high repute with all to valour join’d, 

^ His pierits will the timid reassure, 

And give no handle to the enemy. 

Command his service, Madam# 

{To Cbbon.) 

Follow me. 


. ’ CMEON. 

What, sire I— 

ETEOCLES. 

Yes, Creon, I am so resolv'd. 

CBEOE. 

' I , 

And do you thus resign your sovereign pow’r 
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ETEOCLES. 

WlietJ^er I do or jiot, ii8*er rex yourself; 
Fulfil my bidding, and come after me. 


Scene 5. 

JocASTA, Antigone, Obeon, Olympi/. 

CBEON. 

What ha^e you done ? Madam, what cdlif se is this, . 
To make the conqueror seek ignoble flight ? 

Your counsel ruins all. 


JOCASTA. 

Nay, all preserves; 

' ^ For thus, and thus alone, can Thebes 1^ saved. 

CBEON. 

What, Madam ! when, (our state being strong as now, 
Contingents of six thousand men ^nd more 
Swelling our ranks and promising success,) 

* The kfhg lets victory from his hands be snatch’d! 

JOCASTA. 

There may be conquest, yet no glory won; 

Shame and remorse oft foUow victory. 

When htothe(|i twain for mutual slaughter arm. 

To part them not njay be to*lose them bofti: 

Or if one conquer, to have suffer’d him 
So to prevail were his worst injury. 

CBEdtr. 

Too high their wrath has ris’n— 

JOCASTA. 

It may be calm’d. 


Both insh to reign. 


CBEON. 
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JOCASTA. 

w 

And so in truth the^f shall. 

CBE'ON. 

^ _ 1 

TCttig s* majesty admits no partnership; 

’Tis no commodity to be resign'd, 

And then ^sumed. 

JOCASTA. 

They shall accept as law 
The interest of the State.' 

• CBEON. 

Whichtds ip have 

A. single king, who, governing his realms 
With constant sway, accustoms to his laws 
People and Princes. But alternate rule 
Would give two tyrants, when it gave two kings. 
One brother evould the other's work destroy 

ft 

By contrary decrees; they'd ever be 
Scheming to exercise despotic pow'r. 

And public policy would change each year. 

TS put a period to their sovereignty 
Means to give greater scope for violence. 

Both in their turn would make their subjects groan; 
Like mountain torrents lasting but a day, 

* Whifebany barrier makes more dangerous, 

Buin and miBer;^ must mark t^ieir course. 

' JOCASTA. 

Nay, rather shall we see the brothers vie 
In noble schemes to win thgir country's love. 

But, Oreon, own that all your trouble springs 
From fear lest peace should render treason vain. 
Seat my sons firmly in the throne you seek, 

And break the snares you set to catch their steps. 
As at their death there falls by right of birth 
Into your hands the fceptre, natural ties 
Of common blood between you and my sons 
Msike you regard them as your greatest foes. 
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And jour ambition, afming at the crown, 

Insmres a hatred which they share alike. 

With dangerous tounsels you infect the king, 

And make a friend of one to ruin both. 

t 

CBEOE. 

I nourish no such fancies; for > the kii^ 

Hy high respect is ardent and sincere; 

And my ambition is not, as you think, 

To reach the.throne, but to maintain him there. 

My sole dbncem is to exalt his pow*r; 

T hate his foes, and there lies all my crime: 

I care not to deny it. But, methinks, 

This crime of mine finds^o like feeling here. 

JOCASTA. 

I am his mother, Creon ; if I love 

His brother, is the king less dear for that 9 

Let cringing courtiers hate him as they may, 

A mother's tender heart beats ever true. 

ANTIOONE. 

Your interest herein is one with ours, 

• The king has enemies that are not yours; 

You are a father, and amongst his foes. 

Consider, Creon, that your son is found, 

For Folydices ^ no warmer.friend 
Than Hsemon. 

CBEON. 

True, nor am I less^than just; 

He holds in my regard a speciaf place, 

Which is, as it should be, to hate him more 
Than any other; in just wrath I wish 
That all might hate him as his father does. 

ANTIOONE. 

After such valiant deeds as he has wrought, 

'The general feeling has another bent. 
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OBBOE. 

I see it; Madam, and I grieve thereat, 

But know my duty when a son reyolts; 

All ^ese gmnd exploits that hav9 won him priuso 
my just resentment. For Disgrac<9 
Is ever constant ip the rebel's side; 

His bravest actions bring his greatest guilt, 

The prowess^of his arm but marks his crime. 

And Glory scorns to own Disloyalty. 

AETIOONE. 

Heed better Nature’s voice. 

CBEON. 

The dearer he 

Who does th* offence, the more the ill is felt. 

ANTIGONE. 

But should a &ther carry wrath so far ? 

You hate too much. 

dsEON. 

You are too lenient. 

In pleading for a rebel you transgress. 

ANTIGONE. 

f he caiise of Innocence is worth a word. 

CBBON.* 

I know what makes his innocence for you. 

AI^TK^NE. 

And 1 what makes him hateful in your sight. 

OBEON. 

For Love sees not like common eyes. 

, t 

JOOASTA. 

Beware 

Of what my wrath can do, when you abuse 
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The liberty which may be stretch'd too far 
And brintr down ruiiron your head at last. 

4BTIGOBE. 

The«public goo^ weighs little on bis soul, 

And Patriotism masks another flame. 

I know it, Creon, but abhor a suit. 

Which *twerg your wisdym to leave unexpresa'd. 

CBEON. 

I 

I'll do^o. Madam; and, beginning now,* 

Will rid you of my presenc^ For I see 
To pay you my respect but points your scorn; 
My son,—more happjj^,—sh^l supply my room. 
The king has summoned me, and I obey. 
Hasmon and Polynjlces,—send for them. 
Farewell. 

JOCASTA. 

Yes, wicked schemer, both will ceme. 
And with united efforts foil your plots. 


Scene 6: 

JocASTA, Antigone, Olympia. 

^ ANTIGONE. 

The traitor! Wjiat a height of insolence! 

JOCASTA. 

All his presumptuous worda will turn to shama 
For soon, if our desires are heard in Heav'n, 

Peace will ambition's retribution bring. 

But every hour is precious, we must baste 
And summon Heemon and your brother too; 

I am prepared to grant them to this end 
Whatever safe conducf they think fit to ask. ^ 
Asid gracious Heav’n, if Justice may give pause 
To my misfortunes, then incline to peace 
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SCENE 1.] 

liie heart of Polynioes; aid my sigfhs,* 

Make ek>quent my trouble and my tears! 

ANTIGONE (oiltne). 

If Heaven can feel compassion for a flame* 
As ifknocent as mine, then bring me back 
My Heemon faithful still, and gprant to-day 
That with my lover Love himself jaay come. 


Act ir. 

Scene 1. 

^ <■ 

Antigone, H^mon. 

H^MON. 

What! Will you rob me of the face I love 
So soon, when 1 have suffer’d a whole year 
Of absence ? Have you call’d me to yoUr side 
To snatch away again so sweet a prize ? 

ANTIGONE. 

Shall 1 BO soon, then, cast a brother off, 

And let my mother seek the gods alone Y 
Ought I to shape Ay duty to your wish, ^ 

Think but of love, and care for peace no more ? 

^ ^^MON. 

No duty bids thee thwart my happiness; 

They can consult the oracle full well 
Without us. Let me rather at your eyes 
Question my heart’s Divinity what fate 
Is mine. Should I be overbold to ask 
If their accustom’d sweetness welcome still 
The thought of my affection, nor resent 
My ardour ? Can they pity where they wound ? 
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While cruel ^absenc^ dragged its weaiy course, 

Say, have yOu wish’dame to be faithful still ? 

Thought you Itow Death was threat’ning, far from you, 

A lover who should die ]^ut at your knees ? 

Ah t when such beauty penetrates the soul. 

When the heart*dares to lift its hopes to you, 

How sweet to worship charms divinely fair! 

What torture when they vanish out of'sight!, 

Each momeift’s separati6n seem’d an age ; 

* And I had long since closed my sad career, 

Had I not trusted, till I might return. . 

That aDsonce would to you be proof ortove. 

And my obedience in your memory dwell 
To pleskd for me while banish’d from your face ; 

And that each thQught of me would make you think, 

How great must be the love that thus obeys. 

ANTIGONE. 

Yes, I knew well that such a faithful soul , 

Would find the pain of absence hard to bear; 

And, if I may my secret thoughts reveal. 

The wish would sometimes come that you might feel 
Some shade of bitterness, to make the days, 

Parted from me, seem longer than before. 

But blame me not, for mine own heart was full 
Of sorrow, and but wish’d that you might share 
Its load, grown yet more heavy since the war 
Brought your invading forces on this land. 

Ah! with ^liat anguish did I then beheld 
My dearest on opposing sides array’d ! 

With countless pangs my heart was tom to see 
Loved ones without our walls, l(jved ones within ; 

At each assault a thousand terrors clash’d 
III conflict, and a thousand dea^s I died. 

HJEMON. 

Tis piti|ul indeed; but have I done 
Aught but as you youfself directed me ? 

In fallowing Polynices I obey’d 

Your wish; nay more, your absolute command. 
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SCENE 1.] 

A friend's devoted heart I pledg’d him then, 
QuitteAmy country, left my father*s*side, ^ 

'fiiereby incurring his indignant wrath. 

And, worst of all, banish'd mysel# from you. 

ANTIGONE. 

I bear it all ^n mind; Hsemon is right, 

In serving Polynices, me you servM. 

Dear was he then to me, and dear to-day. 

All that was done for him was done for me. 

We loved each otn^r from ouatenderest years. 

And o'er his heart 1 held unrivall'd sway; 

T<f please him was my clnef delight, to share 
His sorrows was the sister's privilegs. • 

0 that such pow'r to move him still were mine 1 
Then would he love the peace for which 1 yearn; 

Our common woe would so be lull'd to rest. 

And 1 should see him, nor would you from me 
Be parted. 

hAmon. 

He abhors this dreadful war; 

Yea,*I have seen him sigh with grief and rage. 

That he has been compell’d to make his way 
Thro* bloodshed to regain his father’s throne. 

Hope that the gods, touch'd by our miseries. 

Will soon the rift between the brothers heal; 

May Heav'n restore affection to their hearts, 

And in their sister’s breast keep love alight! 

ANTIGONE. 

That latter task indeed, ati! dbubt it not, 

Were easier far than to appease their rage. 

Well do 1 know them both, and am assured 
Their hearts, dear Hssmon, are more hard than mine. 
But sometimes Heav'n works marvels past belief. ^ 
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Scene 2. 

Avtioone,*Hj:mok, OiiTMpia. 

s 

AKTIOONB. 

• Kow let US hear ^rhat said the oracle. 

What must ^e done? 

OLYMPIA. 

Alas! 

ANTiaONM. C 

What! were you told 
That war must still be waged ? 

OLYMPIA. 

Ah! worse than that! 

• ^ 

HJBMON. 

What woe is this the angry Fo^*rs portend ? 


Prince, hear the answer for yourself, then judge: 
Ye Thebans, thus doth Fate ordain, 

That if ye would from war be freed, 
c'The ^t hope of the royal seed 
With mood putpour’d your land mtist stain.” 

ANTIGONE. 

How has this offspring of ajiapless race 
l)eserY*d such condemnation, oh, ye gods ? 

Was not my father's death vengeance enough. 
That wrath must follow all our family? 

HESMON. 

Lady, this sentence is not aim'd at you, 

Forwirtue shelters you from punishment. 

The gods can read your innocence of heart. 
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ANTIGONE. • 

Tho* innocence affords no trusty shield* 

Yet ’tis not for myself I fear their stroke. 
The guilt of CEdipus will slay his child , 
Waiting without a murmur for her death. 
But if 1 must my ground of dread disclose* 
It is for you« dear Heemon* that 1 fear; 

From that unhappy stock like us*you spring. 
I see too plainly that the wrath of Heav'n 
This baleful honaiiyr will to you extend 
As unto us* and make our princes wish 

Their birth had been fr(^ lowest of the low. 

\ 

HJEHON. 

Can I regret a destiny so grand, 

Or shrink from meetmg such a noble death ? 
To be descended from the blood of kings 
Is glorious, e*en if we must lose that blood 
Soon as receiv’d. 


AiyriGONE. 

If any sin is ours, 

Should Heav*n for that take vengeance upon yoU ? 
The father and the children might suffice, 

Without more distant quest for guiltless blood. 

offence that we inherit *tis for us 
To expiate. Then slay us, heav’nly Pow'rs* 

But spare the resU 

My sire, dear Hsemon, brings 
Your utter ruin now, and I, perchance. 

Yet more than he. Punishment falls on you. 

And on your House, because ^y father sinn’d,— 

And you have loved his daughter, which has wrought 
More harm than incest and than parricide. 

HAMON. 

My love, say you ? Is that a fatal^me ? 

Gan it be wrong to love celestial charms ? 

And since my passion meets such sweet response* 
How can it e’er deserve the wrath of Heav’n P 
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~Mfj sighs concern jou and yonr heart alone* 
For you it is t^ judgfl if they offend: 

As zo your potent sentence they appeal, 

Shall they be blamable or innocent. 

Let fieaVn decnse my ruin if it will. 

Still shall the causes of that fate be dear. 
Proud shall I be to die because I claim 
Kinship wit^ royalty, ai^d happier still • 
To die your subject. In this common wreck. 
Why should I wish to live a life forlorn ? 

The gods would ail in vain my death delay. 
Their mercy would be foil'd Iby my despair. 
But after all perchance our fears «.re vain. 
Patience! 

Lo, Polyntces and the Queen! 


Scene 3. 

JoCASTA, POLTNICES, AnTIGONE, HjBHON. 
POLYEICES. 

Cease to oppose me, in the name of Heav'n: 

I plainly see peace is impossible. 

1 hoped the eternal justice of the gods 
Might against tyranny declare itself. 

And, weary of the sight of so much blood. 

Might grajA to each of us his proper rank; 

But, since they b&ck injustice openly. 

And side with guilt, I can no longer hope. 

When Heav'n itself favours unrighteousness. 

That a rebellious people ma^ be just. 

Shall then a shameless rabble judge my cause. 
Whose base self-interest, tho* remote from h js . 
Inspires the zeal that serves my enemy. 

The multitude admit not Beason's sway. 

Victim iflready of this^people's scorn, 

Me they have banish'd, nor will take again 
Th* dffended prince, whom they a tyrant deem. 
And as to honour's dictates they are deaf. 
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SCENE 8.] 

They think the aim of all the world, ^venge. 
[Their hitred owns no curb, but, started onc^, 
rHolds on its course for ever. 


• JOCASTA. 

* If, indeed, 

This people have such fear of you, my Son, 

And all the Thebans dread your seveVeignty, 

Why, when they steel their hearts against your plea, 
Thro* bloodshed seek the sceptre they withhold r 

POLTNICES. 

Is It the people’s part to choose their lord ? 

Soon as they hate a king must he resign* 

His crown ? And by their hatred or their love, 

Is his right lin^ited to mount the throne, 

Or leave it ? With affection or with fear 
Let these regard me, as they will; what birth, 

Not their caprice, has made, they must accept. 

And pay respect if they refuse to love. 

« 

^ JOCASTA. 

When subjects hate their king, he then becomes 
A tyrant. 

POLTNICES. 

Nay, a lawful prince can ne*er 
Be call'd such. N^e deserve that odious nam§ 
With rights like mine, nor does a people’% hate 
&lake tyrants. Bather name my brother so. 


JpCASTA. 

He’s loved by all. 

POLTNICES. 


A tyrant *tis they love, 
Who by a hundred tricks of meanness tries 
lo keep the footing he has gain’d by force; 
Who learns from pride lessons of humbleness. 
His brother's tyrant, but his people’s slave. 

To keep the sceptre to himself, he bends 
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Submissive, and,' to make me hated, courts 
.Oonjempt. Npt without cause do they prefer 
A traitor, for the people love a slave. 

And fear to have a mostir. To consult 
Their whims were treason done to royalty. 

JOCASTA. 

Has discord'then for yoh such matchless charms, 
Already weary of the armistice ? 

After 4 uch troubles shall we never cea^» 

You, to shed blood, and I, te weep in vain? 

Will you grant nothing to a motf^er’s tears ? 
l^aughter, restrain your brother, if you can; 

Erst was your love the only check he own'd. 

ANTIGONE. 

Ah! if his soul is deaf to pity’s voice 
For your sake, can his former love for me, • ' 
Estranged by absence, leave me room for hope ? 
Scarce in his memory have I st^l a place: 

He knows ^lo pleasure but in shedding blood. 

Nq longer may we trust to find in him ' 

The gallant prince who shuddered at the thought 
Of crime, whose generous soul with kindness teem’di 
Honour’d his mother, and his sister loved: 

Now Nature’s ties for him are idle dreams. 

That /Ulster jie disowns, that mother sco^s; 

And bis Ingratitude, long nurs’d by Fnde, 

Holds us as strangers, yea, as enemies. 

POLTNIC^S. 

a 

Charge not that sin on my sore troubled soul: 

Say rather, Sister, you yourself are changed. 

Say, the unjust usurper of my rights 
Has robb’d me of a sister’s tenderness. 

The saoae as ever, I forget you not. 

ANTIGONE. 

* Hard heart, is this to love as I love you, 
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To rest tminoved by all my painful sigbs» 

To doom me still to sorrows manifold ? 

POLTNICES. 

Si^r, is this to love your brother then, 

To urge entreaties justice must refuse, 

To wi3i to wrest the sceptre from my hand ? 

Ye gods 1 Tllten Eteodes himself is kind! 

A tyrant wrongs me, yet you favour him 
Unfairly. 

ANTIOONE. 

* Nay, I hold your interests dear. 

Think not these eyes are false that ^eej) for you; 
My tears conspire not with your enemiea 
That peace for which 1 yearn would be to me 
Torture—should Polynices lose thereby 
A throne. The only favour that 1 seek 
Is for a longer.space to look on you. 

My Brother; suffer me to see your face 
A few brief days, and giv^ me time to find 
Some means that may restore you to the rank 
Whibh you inherit, without loss of blood 
So precious. Can you now refuse to grant 
This tittle favour to a sister's tears, 

A mother's sighs ? 

JOCASTA. 

I t 

What have you yet^ fear? 
Why wish so soon to leave us ? All this day, 

Is it not all included in the truce ? 

Must it be ended ere 'tis well^gun ? 

See how your brother, laying aown his arms. 
Permits our meeting,—is your will more stem ? 

ANTIGONE. 

Yes, Brother, his compassion passefiyours; 

His mother's tears can move him, and our grief 
To-day has forced him to disarm his ^mith. 

You call him cruel; you are worse than he. 



26 ' 


”bacikx*8 wobkb. 


[ACT II. 


, HASMOB. 

My iord, no daiihger presses; you may well 
Let their entreaties even jret prevail. 

Grant to their earnest wish this day, ungrudg’d, 
Per^ance they may devise some happy scheme 
To heal the quarrel. Nor let Eteocles 
Have pow’r to say that, were it not for you. 

Peace might*have been. • Thus will you satisfy 
A mother and a sister, yea your own 
Houoqy. ^ 

What brings thisjnan with looks perturb’d ? 


Scene 4. 

JoCASTA, POLTBICES, AnTIGOBE, H^MOB, A SOLDIEB. 
SOLDIEB {to POLYBICES). 

My lord, the truce is broken, and the fight • 

Rages once more ; Oreon attacks your host; 

The Thebans at their king’s command renounce 
Th^r oath; and scarce can brave Hippomedon, 

Filling your place, withstand the general charge; 

He order’d me to tell you so, my lord. 

POLTNICES. 

The t^itors! Come, ray Heemon, we must go. 

(To ike Qiiken.) Madam, you see horn well he keeps his 
word. • 

Straight will I-meet his challenge and attack. 

Since he will have it so. 


JOCASTA. 

My Son, my Son!— 

He hears me not. Cries are as vain as tears. 

Go, dear Antigone, with wingM feet, 

Beg Heetnon to do all Jie can to part 
Your ruthless brothers. 

Ah! strength fails my limbs, 
Too weak to move. One task remains—to die! 



SCENE 2 .] 


THE THSBAID. 


ACT III. 

Scene 1.* 

JOCASTA, OlYKPIA. 
JOCASTA.* 

Olympia, go, and Tiew the dreadful sight; 

See if their rage found no obstacle, 
if one or other owns no touch*of shame. 

They say Menoeceus is g(pie to urge 
Tlfe claims of peace. 

OLYMPIA, 

Some noble purpose arm' 
His spirit, beam’d heroic in his eye. 

And you must hope, dear Madam, to the end. 

JOCASTA. 

Oo, look, Olympia, and then bring me word 
Of ajl you see; lighten this anxious heart. 

OLYMPIA. 

How can I leave you thus in solitude ? 

JOCASTA. 

G-o, I would be alone; if such can be 
My lot, with such a multitude of woes! 


^ce»f 2. 

J o c A s T A. 

Ah! will these sad afflictions last for aye. 
Nor e’er exhaust the vengeance of the gods? 
Will they inflict a thousand cruel deaths. 
Yet hurry not my steps towards the grave ? 
Less terribly severe.would be their wrath. 
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Were it to strike th& guilty once for all! 

How infinite their punishments appear:, 

When life is l<jft to those that suffer them! 

Heav’n knows that since, that thrice accursed day, 
Wh^n I first foynd I had become the wife 
Of mine own son, the sufferings I endured 
Surpass'd the keenest torments of the damn'd. 

Yet, righteous gods, did an unconscious crime 
Deserve suefi wrath im^flacable ? Alas 1 * 

I knew him not, that luckless son of mine. 

'Twaasyou yourselves who led him to mj arms, 
Your^lves that open’d wide the horrid gulf. 

Such is the justice of these migh|y gods!, 

They bring our footsteps to the brink of crime, 

Force us to fall, and then are merciless. 

Do they delight in leading men astray. 

To make them very types of misery ? 

And can they not, when they would vent their wrath. 
Find criminals to whom the crime is street ? 


Scene S. 

JocASTA, Antigone. 

JOCASTA. 

Well, is all over ? one or other slain. 

Comas the proud victor to add matricide 
To slaughrer of a brother ? Daughteii» speak, 

ANTIGONE. 

Heav'n is appeas'd, the oracle fulfill'd. 

JOCASTA. 

What! My two sons are dead ? 


ANTIGONE. 


Another life, 

Worthy of all its royal ancestry. 

Has purchased peace for Thebes, for you repose. 
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SCENB'S.] 


Tea, for our country sacrificed itself. * 

1 ram to call baok Hasmon and yottt son, 

But ere I started they were far ahead; • * 

Xhey heard me not, and vainly did I call 
With cries of anguish on the name of each. 

Thsf both flew swiftly to the battle-field; 

And, as for me, mounting the ramparts’ height, 

1, with the i^ople there, watch’d in alarm, ^ 

That seem'd to freeze our blood, Ihe thickening fray. 
Just at that fatal moment there steps forth, 

Between the emha(|tled ranks, our country’s hope. 

The youngest yet most honom^d of our blood, 

^e Prince Meuoeceus, v^orthy to be call’d 
brother of Hsemon and too good to be 
The son of Oreon; in his zeal to shdw • 

His love for Thebes, in th’ ears of either host 

He cries:—Halt! Heav’n forbids th’ unnatural strife I 

To these commanding accents all give heed, 

Astonish’d at so strange a spectacle, 

And check thef dark’ning tempest of their rage. 

Then straightway he continues:—** Learn,” says he, 

** The kind decree of Fate, whereby full soon 
Ye §hall behold a limit to your woes. 

I am the last descendant of your kings, 

Whose blood, so' Heav’n has will’d, must now be shed.^ 


Welcome this blood then that my hand shall spill, 
^d welcome peace, beyond your hopes regain’d.” 
Thus speaks he, and therewith deals the death blova: 
And when the ^ebans saw their hero fall. 


As tho’ peace were but pain at such a cdbt. 
Trembling they view’d that glorious sacrifice. 

I saw th’ affiicted Hmmon leave his place. 

And fondly clasp his brother’# blood-stain’d form. 
While Creon in his turn threw down his arms. 


And turn’d in tears toward his dying son. 
Seeing them so absorb’d, all else forgot. 
Both armies drew apart and left the field. 
With agitated pulse and stricken sqpl, 

I could not look upon a sight so sad, 

Tho’ full of admiration for that prince 
Heroic. 
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^bacine’s wobkb. 


, jocabta. 

I too fiiust admire the deed 
That makes me shudder.. Is it possible, 

Ye gpds, that af^r this Thebes still should find 
No path to peace ? Cannot this death sublime. 
Which even moves my sons to cease from war, 

, Content you ? Shall this noble victim die 
Rejected ? If to virtue ^ou incline, 

As crime you hate, if ye reward as well 
As puQjsh, shall not guilt be wash’d an^j 
By this pure blood ? • 

ANTiaONE« 

guch virtue cannot fail 
Of recompense, his*life has more than paid 
The debt we owe the gods ; a hero’s blood 
That of a thousand criminals outweighs 
In worth. 

JOCASTA. 

You little know the wrath of Heav'n, 
That to my sorrow gives relief awhile, 

But^ver, when I think its hand is stay’d, 

Makes ready to destroy me utterly. 

This night it seems to wipe my tears away, 

To show me when I wake new scenes of blood. 
The hopes of peace with which it flatters me 
A cruel oracle for aye forbids; 

It brings mji son, and bids me look on him, 

But ah, how dearly purchased is that joy! 

My son is deaf to all my earnest pray’rs, 

Leaves me in sudden haste, and takes the field. 
Thus ever cruel bums the w||i,th of Heav’n ; 

It only mocks us when it seems appeas’d. 

And grows more fierce; it interrupts its blows, 
To make them fall the heavier, and withdraws 
Its arm to crush me. 


ANTIGONE. 

Let UB hope all good 


JProm this last wonder. 



SClAffB 4.] 


THE TBEBAID. 


JOGABTA. 

* Can I» whil^ my sons 

Remain unreconciled P The younger he^s 
Nought but his rights; the other only hears 
ThI people^s voice, and Oreon's, whose basih greed 
Robff all his son’s devotion of its fruit. 

That gallant prince to save us dies in vain, 

His father harms us more than heican help. • 
That faithless sire of two young heroes— 

ANTIGONE. 

• Ah! 

Mother, see, he comes, and with the King. 


Scene 4, 

JocASTA, Eteocles, Antigone, Cbeon. 

* JOCASTA. 

*Tis thus, my Son, then, that Irings keep their word 


• eteocles. 

^Madam, this fray was not begun by me, 

Hut by some soldiers, Argives and our own, 
[Who, having quarrell’d with each other, drew 
riieir comrades on to help them, till at length 
A mere dispute into a battle turn’d: i 

A bloody one it doubtless would have been. 
And settled once for all our rival claims, 

Sad not Menoeceus by his noble end 
Eleld back the arms of all the gombatants. 
Fhat prince, last offspring of qur royal race, 
rransported with a patriotic love, 
rhe fateful answer of the gods took home. 
And gave himself to Death right willingly. 

JOCASTA. • 

)h, if Menceceus loved his country so 

Mdfe’s sweet charm paled in comparison, 
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Cannot tbat self-same love at least avail 
To check the fierce ambition of my son ? 

JHis grand exafioiple bids you follow him» 

But not to die, nor even cease to reign: 

You may by slight concession yet do more 
Than all hia blood outpour’d on our behalf. 
Cease but to hate your brother, nothing else. 
And you will bless us better thau that .death^ 
Of seif-devolion.' Is it harder, say. 

To love a brother, than, despising Life, 

To rush into Death’s arms ? Easier f<^r^him 
To shed his blood, than you«to cherish yours ? 


[ACfT rri. 


ETEOCLES. 

His virtue I admire fio less than you. 

And even envy such a glorious d^th. 

Yet must I tell you, Madam, ’tis a task 
More difficult to quit a throne than life. 

Glory full oft makes us in love with death. 

But few kings deem it glorious to obey. 

The gods required his life, nor could the prince 
Without disgrace refuse the sacrifice. 

BU'ii as from him our country claim’d his blood. 
So doth she bid me keep my throne and reign; 
And there, until she oust me, must I stay. 

Let her but speak, and straight will I submit; 
Yea, Thebes shall see me, to appease her Fate, 
Lay ^own the sceptre, and my life as well. 

CBEON. 

My son is dead, nor do the gods require 
Another victim. Let no blood of yours 
Mingle with his. To give fis peace he died. 
Live you to grant it to our just desires. 


ETSOCLES. 

What! even Creon on the side of peace ? 

. CBEOB. 

For having loved too long this barbarous war. 



THE .T&EBAID* 

You see how Hoav'n has whelm'd me in despSir: 
My son^ie dead. , 

ETBOCLSS. 

And he must be ayeng'd. 

CBEON. 

. On whom should I take vengeance for this stroke 
Of misery ? 

ETEOCLBS. 

Youy foes are those of Thebes: 
Avenge her and yourself. 


bBEOE. 

Among her fbes 

I find your brother, and my elder son: 

How can I spill the blood that you and I 
Partake? ^d, one son lost, take my revenge 
Upon the other ? 'Twould be sacrilege 
To slay your brother, and to slay my son 
Would outrage Nature. Shall I stain my hand < 
With blood so sacred, or with blood so dear P 
Canwb good father by such cruel aid 
BeUeve his heart ? ’Twere ruin, not revenge ! 
One thought alone is like a healing balm» 

My sorrows may at least your sceptre serve. 
Itshall have comfort, if the son I mourn 
Brings by his death assured repose to Thebes. 
Peace Heav'n has |ftomis'd to Menceceus’^blooif: 
Complete, my liege, what he has well begun, 
0-rant hhn the price he has a right to claim. 

Nor fhiitless let his self-devotion prove. 

4 

JOCASTA. 

Since you ore led to feel for our distress, 
MeuoBceus* blood may work more wonders yet. 
After'this mimcle, let Thebes take heart, 

That which has altered you will chaiSge her lot. 
Hmiceforth is peace no longer desperate; 

Kay, 'tie assured if Oreon wills it so. 
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$0011 will i&ose iron hea^ in pity melt: : 

' My sons may well submit to pow’r that b^nds 
Tbe mind of Creon. 

(to ETBOCLB&) 

llet this change in him 
Move you, my %on, to lay your arms aside,, 

And banish savage hatred from your breast. 
Give comfort to a mother, and console ^ 
Creon ; restore to botbi»of us a son. 

ETEOCLES. 

To grant your wish would Jburn me £if>m. a king 
Into a subject. Polynices claims 
The sovereign pow’r o*er me as Veil as Thebes; 
With sceptred lumdl alone will he return. 


Scene 5. 

JOCASTA, ETEOCLEB, ANTIGONE, OBBdN, ATTALTTS. 

• I 

ATTALXrS {to ETEOCl^ES). 

^re, Polynices begs an interview; 

A herald has arrived to tell us so. 

He offers either to come here himself. 

Or in his'camp await you. 


CBEON. 

It may ife 

' Tbat, grown more mild, he fain would end this war. 
So long protracted, and ambition owns ' 

A check; by this last battle taught to*day 
Your pow’r at least is eq Jal to his own. 

The Greeks have served bis fury long enough. 

Yea, and the royal father of his bride, 

Preferring solid peace t’ unstable war, 

. Keeps, as I hear, Mycenae for himself, 

And makes him kiff^ of Argos. .Brave indeed, 

'But prudent too, he seeks but to i^tr^t . , 

With honour. By this offer he means pes^; 



^ munt im ]$ J^t|; 


|:for Yoi^ may thus 

^ A firmer seat; |el Him liave all lie'asks, ' 

' the ‘ ‘ ^ 

STBOCLSS. 

' A]i4 that alone 

*^3 'what he craves. 

JOCA 8 TA 

See him at least..' 


CBBON. 

, , Yes, meet 

Hi^wCsh; alone you iVill transcend our poVr 
To make the ties of blood again prevail. • 

* 

icTienr!T.ii!fi. 

Let US then so to him. 


JOCA.STA. 

In Heaven's name, 

Bather await his )>resence here, my Son. 

BTEOCLES. 

SVell, Madam, be it so and let bim have 
Safe conduct, and all due security. 
i^<^w let us go. 

ANTiaONE. 

If p^ace this day return , 
To Thebesi to Orenn wa Rhall awA thA Iwm 


Scene S.- 

' Cuboe, Attalus. 

' , s 

. , CBBOE. 

Ks not the imI. of Theb^ that tpudibs you, 
^oud IPrihoess;; and your soul .untamable, 
Phat seems to fiatter where it scorn'd so long 
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'^ciKK'a v&Bxa. 

Thuika less dT peace thw of mj son’s return. 

But we shall see ere long if her disdain 
Will hold the' throne hs cheap as Grd>n’s heart; ^ 
Soon shall we see, when Heaven has made me king. 
Whether the fon^s luck will eclipse the sire’s/ 

▲TTALUS. 

Who woujd not marv|l at a change so nur^.! 

Creon himself declaring now for peace * 

* CBEON. ^, 

You think that peace then is the goal I seek? 

« 

ATTAL1TS. 

ft a 

It needs no musing to think that, my lord; 

And seeing, as I do, your efiger zeal. 

Much I admire the generous resolve 
Which makes you bury hatred in the tomb; 
Menoeceus, dying, did no nobler deed, , 

For he who can resentment sacrifice 
For patriotism, would not spare his life. 

CBEON. < 

Ah! doubtless he who can constrain his will 
To love his foe may make a friend of death. 

But why should I forego my dear revenge. 

And undertake my enemy’s defence ? 

’Twas Polynices really slew my soi^; 

Should I become his abject advocate ? 

And were 1 e’en to crush this deadly hate, 

Could I the better cease to love the crown ? 

N^fty» you shall see me, yith unshaken zeal, - 
Alikn abhor my foes and long for pow’r. 

The throne is ever my most cherish’d hope: 

I blush to be a subject where my sires 

Were kings; I burn to reach the same high rank. 

This is the object I have had in view 

Since X could see. Now for two years and' more' 

Bach step has brought me nearer to my goal; 

The fury of my nephews I have fed. 
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. my a|abiti6;a maJces me foster tbeir’s; 
ras’I .who first made Eteocles 
tet his brother reigiH therein unjust, 

_ it strong thro* my support, }ent for a while. 
dii^Bsess him later, and myself 
on the throne. 


ATTALUS. 


S ' 

i But if so keen for war^ 

do you snatch the weapons from their hands ? 
Knee their dissensi^is what you desire, 

.ow comes ijb that they meet by* your adyice P 


OBEON. 


Fhe war Has proved more fatal to myself 
Ihan to my foes; the gods are too imkind; 
the plan 1 form’d is made to work my woe, 

^8 mine own hand they use to stab my heart. 

Soon as the war iras kindled, chastisement 
Began for me, when Hsemon left my side 
^r Polynices ; I it was who fann’d 
^e brothers* enmity, and found a foe 
my*own son. The broken truce, to-day, 
as due to me, ’twas 1 who roused the strife 
at led to bloodshed, till the desperate deed 
pf my Menoeceus cut the chain 1 wove. 
fBtill Wve 1 left a son, whom still 1 love, 
rebel tho* he be, and rival too ; 
im would I save when 1 destroy my foes 
'o lose them both would be too dear a price, 
sides, the Princes hate each other so, 
sure they hover will consent to peace; 
ell know 1 how to make the vSnom work, 

^Till they would rather die than be at one. 

^rief may be enmity with other foes, 
pBut when the bonds of Kature have been snapt, 
Nothing ean remnite the sunder’d hearts 
^Which'tii^ of love so strong have fail’d to hold: 
[When brothora hate, their hatred knows no boundSi 
But absence cools their wrath, for when a foe. 

One whom we most detest, is out of sight, 
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Besent^ient loses lialf its Inttemess. ^ 

Be not surprised then X would ^ye them meet; 

I ydsli their eyes to roinforoe their rage. 

That they, with hatred cherish*^ not expell*d, 
h&y feel thei# htlse embraces stifle them, 

ATTALUS. 

I 

. More than aught else tou have yourself to^dread, 

Bemorse may torture brows that wear a crown. 

4?BEOK. * * 

The throne, when once attain*<^ brings , other cares, 
Kemorse weighs lightly in comparison.' 

The mind that is engross’d with present pow'r 
Dwells not upon the visions of ihe past.; 

It separates itself from what it was. 

And deems its life began with sovereignty. 

Come, let us go. Bemorse affects me not, 

Nor do I own a heart that guilt can scarfi; 

All the first steps to crime some effort cost. 

But easy those that follow. Attains. 


ACT IV. 

Scene 1. 

\ 

Etxocles, Cbeon.> 

r VTEOCLSS. 

Yes, Creon, to this spot he soon will come, 

' And here we may await him, both of us, ; 

Then learn what he would have’; upon my word 
: I think this meeting augurs little good.”. < 

I know his overbearing temper well; ^ ‘ ,, 

He hates me with a hatred unimpair'd, ; \ ^ 

Whose course, I ween, no mortal may anest 
And I, I hate him always, that*s the truth, ' 
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CRBON. 

;Btit if lie now at length resigns his claim 
To^yaltjr, your hatred should subside. 

ET£OCL|;8. 

I thinkpbiy htet will never be appeas'd; 

’Tis not his pride, it is himself 1 hate. 

Belentless is our mutual enmity 

’Tis not a twelvemonth's work^’twas bom with us. 

And its, dark vetiom, Creon, reach'd our hearts 

A#soon as life itself. We were sworn foes 

In tenderest childhood; yea, before eur Jbirth 

That enmity began, fatal effect 

Of our incestuous blood and parentage! 

While yet imprison'd in the self>same womb. 

We struggled'hard, and made my mother feel . 
Where our divisions had their origin. 

.They^ flourish'd in the cradle, as you know; 

E’en to the tomb perchance they’ll follow us. 

It seems as tho* the dim decree of Heav’n 
Would brand the incest of our parents thus. 

And in our persons let the world behold 
The blackest hues of hhtred as of love. 

Whilst I await his coming, Creon, now, 

Think not I hate him less,than I have done; 

The nearer his appy)ach, more odious he. 

And my abhorrence must before bis eyes 
Break forth; X would not have him quit his claim, 
He must be made to fly, not thus retire. 

I will have no half-measures my hate, 

I dread his friendship more than all his wrath. 

.To give my animosity full scope, 

Pd have his raro at least sanction my own; 

’ And, since my npart cannot betray itself. 

To hate him freely, I would have him show 
Hatred forme.' ;Hi8 rage is still the*same, 

, As jrou/wiU see; 'still <^ve.t8 he the crown; 

Btiu ciin^ me for keeping him therefrom; 

More ^y he to be subdued than won. 
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CBEOir. ^ 

* Subdue him then, my lord, if he remains 
Stubborn'; ho-wever arrogant he be. 

He’s not inTincible; and, when bis heart 
ts deaf to reason, prove whht can be done 
By your resistless sword; tho’ I love peace,^ 

I will be first to take upcarms again; 

1 ask’d for their suspension it is true. 

But more 1 wish that you should ever reign. 
Bather may war blaze forth^and never%&d. 

Than Polynices should return with peace; 

Let others boast her charms, I sdbm them them; 
War’s honours pl^ase^me, so we lose not you. 
Thebes by my mouth implores you, crush us not 
Beneath the heel of that ferocious prince: 

She yearns, like me, for peace, if possible; 

But, if you love her, grant her chief desire,— 

To keep her king. Yet to your brother giv^ 

A patient ear; and, if you can, conceal 
Your wrath—but someone comes. 


Scene 2. 

Eteooles, Obeoit, Attalus. 


ETBOCLEB. 

Are they at hand ? 

Will they come, AttaJus ? 

ATt'ALUS. 

Yea, Sire, th^’re here. 

And, meeting first the Princess and the <^een, 

To the next chamber will proceed anon. 

** ETEOCT.BS. 

Well, let them enter. Waiting which approach. 

My wrath grows hot. How we do hate a foe 
When he is near us! 
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eoEKE'd.] 


CREOB. 


Ah I heroines 

(Aside.) Ful^l 

Mj Fortune \ madden both with rtt|;e! 


Scene 3. ' 

JoCASTA» EtEOOLBS^ PoLTEICES, AnTIOOEE, HiEMON, 

Oeeo^. * 

JOCASTA. 

Thus are my wishes crown’d with glad siiccess. 

Since Heav’n has brought you both together here. 

After two years of absence, each beholds 
Once more a brother, in this palace where 
Tour days began; and I, beyond my hopes 
Made happy, embrace you both at once. 

Henceforth, my &>ns, dwell thus in unity. 

Owning the bonds of brotherhood, and trace 
Each in the other’s countenance his own; 

But ft) judge better, taJie a nearer view; 

Heed tne strong tie that kindred blood proclaims. 

Come, Eteodes; and Polynices, come. 

Approach each other.—What! you both draw back ? 
Why this cold greeting ? Why these dark’ning frowns ? 
Is it that each, with^mind irresolute, *' 

Waits till his brother makes the first advance, 

(Deeming it generous to be last to yield,) 

So both refuse to offer an embrace ? 

What strange ambition this, that but to crime 
Aspires, confounding honour with revenge! 

This shameful strife should make the victor blush. 

The noblest will be first to own defeat. 

Which has the greater courage^ show me now 
By being first to triumph over rage,--^ 

What! neither stirs! Let Polynices give 
A friendly greeting; coming from afar. 

You should begin; embrace yoim brother now. 

And show him— 



42' 


BAClir9*8 WOBB». 


[act It, 


BTSOCLX8. 

Madam, little boots it thi^s 
To mask the truth; such greetings are misplaced, 
liet him ezplaim speak, and resolye my doubts. 

POLYNICBS. 

What! Have I yet to make my wishes knowft ? 

Surely the past has made them manifest: 

Has not the blood in many a Conflict shed 
DechS^ sufficiently my claim to reign^ * 

eteocle£ 

These self-same battles, and that blood, outpoured 
So oft upon the crimson-mantle'd earth. 

Have told full plainly that the throne is mine. 

And, while 1 live, cannot to you belong. 

POLTNICES. 

You hold your seat unjustly, as you know. 

ETEOCLES. 

Wrong suits me well, so I but banish you. 

POLYNICES. 

Tho* you refuse to leave it, yet therefrom 
You’tl be pbrchance thrown down. 

ETEOCLES. 

And if I fall, 

’Tis hke you’ll share my rufh. 

JOCASTA. 

Ah! to find 

Blasted such budding hopes * Was it for this 
I urged so oft this fatal interview, 

Inflaming discord ? Is this then to treat 

Of terms of peace? Drive out your deadly thoughts 3 

And, in the name of Heav’n, forget your wrath. 









4 ■» I ' *,t j f ^ «,f»-, ^• ’-fc %■ •r ^ ^ rj. ^ 

vi! M ^8 700 ^%^ ja^ewP 

r ;^<a» ypu art ^aet, iiot on tshe bloody 
.But m yanr’lioitie, my ^ns, whot^ you’were born i^ 

‘ At fmiHar sight, subdue your rage, ‘ 

ll ISFbr let jrout oommdn birthplace lack i!es]^ct;' 1 
> Alf that is here speaks but of peace and lore ^ 

• Th^ Induces and your sister blame your strife, 

■ Nor least mysetf, who ever have lor you • 

, SufE^d and. toil’di and would, to quell, your feud, - 

0-ive up - ■. 

timi their heads and heed me dot I , 
Alals for stubborn hearts as iTard as stone! 

^ ^e.voice of Nature metfts no echo there I 
(SPo PoiiTNiCHis.) And you, whom^I supposed of milder 
' ' ' moodi— 

POLTNICES. 

' 1 only claim'wiiat he has promised me, 

For^ne is perjured if he reigns alone. 


JOCASTA. 


Untemper^d justice oft is injury. 

I cannot contradict your right to rule; 

But you upSet the throne you fain would mount. 

Are ypu not weary of this frightful war? 

Woiud you lay waste this land without remorse, 

And to obtain the kingdom ruin it P 
Is it then o'er the dead you Wish to reign ? 

Thebes hae good Cliuse to dread that prince's sway ’ ■ 
Who floods her fair domains with streams of blood s' 
Will she^obey one who has wrong'd her thus ? 

' her tyrant ere you are her king. 

Ah I to grow great means of tUmes to grow worse, 
And^Virtue wanes when sovereignty is won. 

Baif^ torthe throne, alas, what will you be, 

Sln^ joii artt now, debarr’d froin pow'r ? 


rOLYNIOES. ^ 

® I amj cri!^ stem constraint; 

ma^'i^.pf the deeds I do. 

^ Xset my^^; with shame forced to commit 



t 



, )» 

'• . 


BACHfB’s WOBKB. 


[act t^i 


CA^fmost ab^cmnt, and tii^ Jpar 

' I» unjust. No longer wiU.I wound’. 

.^ity ci^^tiy’s peace, her g^os afflict, my soul. * 

'f Too copious streaius of guiltless blood nave flow'd 
*. Incessant ; I mdst heal her miseries ; 

.Nor Thebes nor Greece shall mourn or suffer more, 
X will confront the author of my ills, 

His blood or«mine suffices for to-day. 


JOCASTA. 

ITourbrother’s blood? 

POLTNICm. 

, • Yes, Madam, even his; 

A fitting end to this inhuman war. 

. Such is the errand which has brought me here,— 
To challenge you myself; nor did 1 dare 
To speak of it to others than to you. 

For any other would have blam^ the thought, 
And no one here have been my deputy. 

So 1 am mine own herald. ’^Hs for you 
‘ To^rove that you can keep what you have seized. 
Show yourself worthy of a prize so fair. 


ETSOCIiES. 

Tour challenge I accept, and that with joy, 
Orepu,knows well it was my own desire; 

It ga^e mefleBs delight t’ accept the throne. 
You show that you deserve the diadem 
iWhich^t the point of this my sword I beg 
To offer. 

JOtASTA. 

Hasten then, and pierce this heart. 
With me commence your cruel enterprise; 

. Forget that it was 1 who gave you birth, 
ikemember only that your brother drew 
His life from me; ajfd, if you seek his blood. 
In . my unhappy bosom ^d its souice. 

VI am the common enemy of both, 

'Being the mother of your hated foe, > 







Who iieirer WMor * 

Xf he must 4ie» shaB 1 hot ^ ais well r 

doubt it not, for 1 will share his death; 

, You must include 'ii$ both, or neither slay. 


^ F^l^ect yoinr clemeucy or cruelty, 

' And take my life, or spare jrour enemy. 

: If virtue charms you, and if Honour gmdes, 
Bltish, ye barbarians, at a crime like this; 

; Or if to eaelf of you such sin is sweet, 

’ ^en blush', barbarians, to commit but one. 
Nor is it loye, indeed, tbat stays your hands. 
If, yrhen you sect liis life, you save my own: 
Your cruelty would grudge forsooth to spare 
Me too, if 1 one momenf stood between 
The throne and you. Is this the w^y tp treat 
A mothmr ? 


FOLTNICES. 

I would spare my country. 


JOCABTA. 

Ay, 

And kill your brother. 


FOLTNICES. 

Nay, but punish guilt. 

* 

JOCASTA. 

His blood will make you guiltier far than he. 

FOLTNICES. 

Must then this hand of miu^a traitor crown ? 
And must X service seek at foreign courts, 

Quit my ancestral realms, a vagabond. 

And pay submission to the laws he scorns ? 
Sh^l I beo^e the victim of his greed ? 
'Whatl^' Is the crown the heritagev)f crime? 
Has he not set at nought each right he owes ? 
And while X am an esfie, he is king. 



‘ ^ ‘ ^ . J0CA8TA.' ^ . 

Bui'wliat if Argos g^rants you* to^, a tirown ? 

.'^v ' 

*'• FOLTleriCBS. 

, ,^'1 to seek elfewhere whalt light of birth 
'l^towsP And, craving his alliance, bring 
Nothing myself, but owe to his good will 
All future mnk, banish'd from mine own throne 

And suing humbly to a foreign prince? ' 

^ cannot cringe to pay him court. 

To whom I owe my life willj[ too owe * * 

My sceptre. 

JOCASTA.* 

From the father of your bride, 

Or from your own, you may accept the ^ 

As one of equal price. 


POLTNICES. 

They differ much, 

^e makes me king, the other but a slave. 

What! Shall my greatness be a woman’s Wofk P 
Th^t my veiy soul might blush with shame, 
onail then I owe my sceptre to my love. 

And only as a bridegroom reign a king ? 

Nay, my own right shall raise me to the throne, 
w I r^unce it. With unborrow’d pow’r, 

“’S® ^sde command, hated perchance, 

Xet well ob^ d, if not for love, from fear. 
m fine, I will be master of my fate, 

^d scorn to wear a crown that is not mine. 

My birth entitles me to reign, or else 
I wish no succour but my own right arm. 


JOCABTA. 

Do more, my son, hold fast this bold resolve 
let your arm alone your fortune win: ' 
^sd^ the steps that»other sovereigns tread 
let your own hands carve the way that Wds 
To greatness. Crown yourself with f^ous deeds. 





" 'll! * 


Oongue^r.aiui let martial glorj add' > 

New lustre to the purple that kmgs wear. 

.What, I . Oahjuy sou’s amhitiou be conteut 
!^^dd the sceptre each alteruate year F 
iLet tihi^,brave hearty which nothiug can subdue^ 

, Beek for some throne which you may mount alone: 
Thou^nds there are ’mid which your sword may choose, 
! Blit stain notf this one with a brother’s blood. • 

."X^our triumphs then will bring your mother joy, 

' And a’en your rivp^aid your victories. 

,' ^ , . P^LYNICES. 

Would ycna that I, flatter’d with these vain dreams, ' 
Leave a usurper ,on my father’s throne ?* 


% ' 


r » 


J0CA8TA. 

If you, indeed, wish him such grievous ill, 

Balse hpn younelf to this ill-omen’d throne, 

I So plunge nuu in a deep abyss of woe; 

For bal^ul lightnings and the curse of crime 
Bes^ it. Yea, your father and his sires, 

Sopn as they mounted, saw themselves cast down. 

, -' ^ I 

' POLTNICES. 

What tho* I meet the thunderbolts of Heav’n, 

. Bather mount there than crawl upon the ground. / 
My hea^ is envioul of such misery, 

B^er to rise, e’en if to fall with them. 


<- ETEOCLES. 

Nfty» I ■1^1 spare you such a fruitless fate. 

" , ■ - POLTEICES. 

Your;rujA',iruBt me, shalf precede mv own. 

’’/‘'V . • ‘ JOCASTA. 

My l^n, the people love his rule. 



^biNS*9 wdK^s. 


^ . [ACT 




KitTNiOES. 


V 


'i^i baleful. 


To me 


JOCASTA. 

They support him. 


Back me. 


POLTNIOE8. 


9 

And the gods 


ETEOCLES. 

Not so, *tis they forbid your quest. 

Since they have giv’n to me thie sceptre first; 

And, when they«made the choice, they knew full well 
' That he who once is king would king remain. 

No realm can brook two masters; and one throne, 
How great soever, will grant them scanty room ; 

Each will be cumber’d by his second self. 

And one ere long must &d himself upsek 
You see how I abhor this impious wretch, ' 

Then judge how I can let him share my crown. 


POLYKICES. 

And I, so hateful are you, wish no more 
To share with you the light that’s free to all. 

JOCASTA. 

Gh>, kill each other then, I stay you not. 

But rather urge you to these savage lists; 

Since all my efforts can effect no change. 

Why tarry longer ? Wrg^k your wild revenge.' 
Surpass, if possible, your fathers* crimes; 

By mutual slaughter show your brotherhood; 
Your life, bestow’d thro* guilt of deepest dye. 
Must be by no less wickedness cut off. 

Why should I blame the fury that goads on 
My sons, for I have ceased to pity them t 
Yea, the;^ have taught this heart to turn to stone, 
And I will teach the cruel how to die. 
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' ^ Scene 4il "' 

An^IOONE, ETEOOiiEs, ,PoLYEICES, HiBHON, CrBON. 

• • 

antigoke. 


Mother- 


Their hearts? 


M, jrhatigthi«? Can sothing touA 


My brothers? 


HiBUOK. 

NSg^ior their savage purpose shake. 
aiVtigone. 

m 

eteocles. 

Come then, let us choose our ground. 


VI. 11 poi-teices. 

.Yea, with all speed. 

Sister, farewell! 


ETEOCLES. 


Good-bye, 


Sweet Princess! 

ANTIGONE. 

Wam ^ Brothers! Let the guards 

»ld tWi perforce; join all your pains to mine; 

5^s to be cruel to show false respect. • 


HiSMON. 

Dear Lady, nothing more can stop them now. 

ANTIGONE. 

Lh^noble Hnoum, ’tig to you I turn, 

^ only you. H gtijl you love me, gtUl 
gootoegg, and can fratricide prevent, 
lo ga,Te me ^ni degp^, thrae wretcbte gave. 







ACT V. 

Scene 1. 

Antioonb. 

What i{ilt thou do, janfortunate Princes^ P 
Now that these arms have cla8p*d a mother dead ? 
Canst thou not follow where her feet haye led, 

And end, with life, this burden o&distress? 

Wilt thou reserve thyself for future woe P 
Full soon the fatal issue shalt thou know 
Of those fell arms thy brothers wield in fight. 
Their fierce eiraiflple whets the knife for thee; 

While thou art shedding tears in piteous plight, 
They shed each other's blood with savage glee. 

What limit is there to my woes but death P ^ 

Ah, whither else can grief like mine»repairP 
Life or the grave ! A mother calls me there, 

A lover here would keep my vital bimth; 

In the dark underworld for me she waits; 

Love interdicts what reason best dictates, 

For death I cease to long. 

What motives bid me die this very hour! 

Yet ties to life how strong. 

When love exerts his pow'r I 

Yes, love forbids my soul to winder flight j 
The victor’s voice is one I know full well: 

Tho* hope is dead, no more with me to dwell. 
Thou livest, and would'st have me share this light; 

' Thou say’st that 1 shall draw thee to my grave. 
That, if I love thee still, I ought to save 

Life’s torch alight for thee. ^ 

Hemon, thou see’st how thou my heart canst move, 
Tho’ death seem sweet to me, 

I live for thee and love. 

If e’er thou doubtedst of my faithful flame^ * 

But fatal tidings, lo, Olympia brings I 
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Aktioobts, Oltupxa. ^ 

AXrTXQONB. 

PVeUf deeur.Olyxiipia, have you seen this crinu 

’■ = •-' 

j OLYMPIA. 

Inastenij:^ m vauip^l^came when all was o’er, 
;Do'^ £rom our ratiip^B saw the, people run, 
ISome weeping, others calling out to arms; 

AiA in a wo^ to tell what caus’d their fear,— 
e King is dead, his brother’s sword*has won. 
H^tUoh too they tell, how with stout heart 
3 ^ng he endeavour’d to hold back their r^e, 
^ut all his efforts fail’d to win success. 

Such Was the drift of many a vague report. 


ANTIGONE. 

iTes, I am' sure that Heemon’s generous heart 
^ve^ jtt^orr^d such signal wickedness: 

^>ft I,implored him to preivent this crime, 
id know he would have done it if he could, 
lut, ah, their fu^ would not brook control, 
lager to qp^ench its fire in streams of blood, 
low, sava^ Prin^, ye are satisfied, 
f’or Peath alone could peaoe between you bring.* 

Te thought the throne too strait to hold you tmth 
|No distonce that could part you seem’d enough), 
\nd. wish’d that Heav’n, to make your quarrel cease, 
Tight lo%v6 one living a*nd the ether de^. 

Torthy of pity, both, a hapless pair! 

Tet are,/e less unhappy th^ myself, 

- being all Unconscious of those ills 
it f4u upon you, while 1 feel them all! 

\ ' OLTM^IAi * 

I 'ji • * i 

But yo)]^ p^ortune^Wefe more hard to bear, 

Bad ^lysiws b^n the prey of JDeath;' 
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[AOT W 


' ' ■* -4 f 

was the object tbtfct engioBs'd oara. 

The welfare of the King touch'd you hur leu. 

ANTIOOKE. 

"I7s true. I loted him with a love sinure. 

More fondly than his brother. Why was this f 
What gave him the warm wishes of my heart ? 

He was both blamelesaand unfortunate, • 

But, ah, that generous spirit lives no more, 

'Tis crime that sets the crown upon his head: 

His* brother now comn^m^s more 8yftit)athy, 
Grown dearer since the Fates have proved unkind. 

olthpia. 

See, Creon comds. 

ANTIGOEB. 

Downcast, as well may be: 

The King being dead, he fears the victor's wrath,. 
His evil counsel has bred all these woes. • 


• Scene 3. 

Antigone, Creon, Olympia, Attalus, Guabos. 

CREON. 

hurd 1, Madam, as 1 enter’d hel^ ? 

True is it that the Queen-^ ? 

ANTIGONE. 

Yes, she is dead. 

CREON. 

Great gods! In what strange fashion was the toch, 
At last extinguish'd of a life so sad P 

OLYMPIA. 

Her grave she open'd for herself, my lord; 

She seized a dagger, and one moment more 
Saw her days ended and her woes as well. 
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’ , ^ AimdOBB. 

stay'd to know that she had lost a 8<m. 


; CBBON. 

Ma^Qi> *ti8 too true the angry gods— 


ANTiaONE., 

Chaw with my brother’s death yourself alone, 
^or mr your deeds accuse the wrath of Heay’n. 
*Twa8 you who brdhg^ht this fa^ conflict on: 

^e trusts your advice, and so he died: 

^us kings become victiml of flatterers, 

[Who lead them to destruction, while ^ey fan 
^eir passions. Ye it is that hurl them ^own; 
pot in their fall they drag their flatterers 
iBehind them, as is now the case with you. 

|Sis ruin brings us sorrow, you disgrace: 

^he wrath of H^v’n has link'd your fate with his, 
lAnd you, perchance, must weep as well as we. 

, CBBON. 

4 1 ^ * 

^00 true, alas! for cruel Destiny 

^n-k^ you lament two brothers, me two sons. 


ANTIGONE. 

} _ 

Two brothers, and two sons! What mean yourjvord^ 

Did Eteocles then perish not alone ? 

\ ‘ 

CBEON. 

What! have you yet to hear this tale of blood ? 

ANTIGONE. 

I know of PolyniOes' victory, 

Eow Hsemon^s efforts made to part them fail’d. 

CBEON. 

Chat duel had resrdt more terrible. 

ffy losses and vour own you know not yet, 

)ut now. shall leam them both. Woe worth the day! 




.AAOt^sTg Wb&XA. 

’ > ' ''A ' 7'*'- ’ 


AKVkOOim. 

dtern Deatinj, aooomplisli tl^ revenggl 
OH, sttielj this must be thy nnal stroke! 




cBBorr. 

, Madam, you saw with what impetuous rage 
The princey went to ta^e each other’s life, « 

How forth they rush’d, with equal ardour fired. 

And hearts that ne’er agreed so well before; 

Each thirsting, panting for the otherSs hlood, 

Their hatred bound them ^oser than their birth. 
And seem’d to reconcile their enmity; 

When eager most to slay, appearing friends. 

First did they choolb their ground whereon to fight, 
Hear either camp, and underneath the wall. 

’Twas there, recovering their fatal wrath. 

The horrid conflict they at last began. 

With threatening gestures and an eye of flame, 

They sought a passage thro’ each otiier’s breast; 
Then quick as lightning fell their furious strokes. 
Till both seem’d fain t’ outstrip the feet of Death. 
My son, who sigh’d with sorrow in his soul, 

Bearing in mind your orders, fair Princess, 

Between them ran, despising for your sake 
Their strict commands that kept us all aloof. 

He push’d them back, and, praying, held their arms. 
Exposing to their frenzy his own life. 

So he might part them, but he strove^in vain. 

For ever they renew’d their close attack. 

But stiH with heart undaunted he persists. 

And turns aside a thousand rattling blows, 

Till the King’s weapon wiih too a*uel thrust, 

(If aim’d at him or not I cannot tell,) 

Stretches my son, expiring, at his feet. 

ANTIGONB. 

And me my sorrow leaves e*en yet alive t 

OBEON. 

^ ran to raise and take him in my anus; . 
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He knew bis lathev^e voice, and wbisper'd low;— 

** For u/ dear mistress 1 meet death with joy, 

Tour anxious loye hashes to my help in vain; 

These madmen more than I your succour ne^, 
Fartfthem, my Father, and li^ye me to die.V 
Th^ speaking, he expired. That piteous sight 
^Iheckfd ^ot the darkenmg tempest of their wiuth, 

'Add only Polyauces seem'd to feel 
[Qompassion's touch. 

* ** Wait, Hsemon," he exclaim'd. 

And yoir shall beWenged!" 

[ * Grief gave his rage 

>^ew strength, and soon ter his advantage turn'd 
t^e tide of battle. Wounded in the side. 

The King fell vanquish'd, weltering in hi# blood. 

, Transported with their feelings, either host 
Besign'a itself to sorrow or to joy; 

And Thebes, alarm'd at her disastrous loss. 

Gazed from h^ ramparts with expectant fears. 

Then PolyniCes felt triumphant pride. 

Viewing his dying victim with delight. 

And seein'd as *t were to drink his brother's blood. 

** l%e grave," quoth he, is yours, and mine the throne 
See in mj hands the sceptre and the palm! 

Go to the world below,—^there blush with shame 


At my Buccess. To vex your dying hour 
Tet more, think, traitor, that you die my slave." 

He spake, and, with a gesture of disdain 
Approaohjing where the £ng lay in the dust, 
Stretch'd forth his arm to take the other's sword. 
The the' seeming dead, his steps had watch’d, 
Biding his time, and his indignant soul 
Was, as it were, arrested in ite ^ight 
Bv that gr^d passion for revenge, which still 
Fiatter*^d his hopes and his last sigh delay'd. 

The struggling spark of life, too well conceal'd. 
Ensnared his conqueror to a fatal doom; 

For at the instant when that savage tvother 
Bssey’d to wiest^his weapon from his hand. 

Be pierced his rival's heart; and his glad soul 
tills its fins.1 dffort left the world. 



^ nA.ciisk*A moatitM. 

^ f' ' ' * ’ '* 

> 'FirakiaDL stiieken Polymcos rbue a ctj 
'! Of. angoish, and his angrj'soul forth fled 
/ $0 Hade's. But dark wrath upon his brow 
1< Was branded, tho’ it wore death's pallid hue, 

4 . A» threatening, one would say, his brother still. 
More jfrim than ever, and more terrible. 




• AKTTAnTni!. 

Fatal ambition, blinded by the gods I 
Clear sequel of a cruel oracle! 

Alone of royal blood we two are left. 

And would to Heav’n that life was only yours. 

And that despair, more speedy than its wrath. 

Had made my nIothWs death prelude my own! 

OBEON. 

'Tis true the flaming fury of the gods ^ 

Seems to have spent itself in dealing forth 
Destruction on our house; their wrath has whelm'd 
My soul, no less than it has tortured you. 

They've robb'd me of my sons— 


ANTIGONE. 

And giv'n a throne 

A i^erthy^compense for Hsemon’s loss. , 

But prithee let me mourn in solitude,* 

Nor seek the course of sadness to restrain. 

As well might all my sorrows pass to you; 

Far sweeter entertainment will you find 
Elsewhere; the throne awtits you, and the voice , 

Of Thebes invites. Taste the fresh draught of pow'r 
Farewell. Our feelings are in ill accord: 

'T fain would weep, and you would reign a king. ^ 

cBEdIN (stopping antigone). . 

I , 

^ Ah, Madam, be a queen, and mount the throne; / 

» flqr this high rank belongs to none but you. ^ 



idi^B 






^ . ANTIOOKE. 

Much Wither, Orebn, would I hatve you there, 
crown ie youre. 

GBEON. 

I lay it at your feet. 
AKTIGONE.* 

\ 

1 would refuse it if the gods themselves 
Should offer it, aujl ^re you to present 
The crown to me ? • 

pBEON. 

, Its glory in my eyes 
0rows pale l^ore the honour I shoulff f^l 
In homage to your beauty. Well I know 
Myself unworthy, but if I may claim 
Such high distinction, if illustrious deeds 
May merit it, what must I do ? 


ANTIGONE. 

As I 

Shall teach you. 

CBEON. 

What, indeed, to win such grace 
Would be too much! But issue your commands 
And I am ready. 

, ANTIGONE (going away). 

We shall see. 


CBEON (foUming her). 

I wait 


Tour bidding here. 


iNTiGONE (going away), 
Bemain. * 






•y-fX’ ^ *' 


{ac«p 


Sqnieii, 

* f 

AttaItjb, GtrAKPS. 

AtTALUB. 

• Saf, is her tp^th 

to bend her will ? 

CBEON. 

*Tis done,. 

Dear Attains; no fortune equals cnine. 

You shall behold in me this happy day 
Ambition throned* and love supremely blest. 

I ask’d of Heav’n the sceptre and her hand, 

And graciously the gods have granted both. 

To crown my head, and give my flame success. 
Hatred no less than love they arm to-day, 

Kindling two passions which, tho’ contrary,* 

Aid me alike, m her a tenderness 
Which overcomes her late severity, 

Afld in her brothers wrath implacable. 

Opening the way to sovereignty for me, 

As to her heart— 

ATTALUS. 

All smiles propitiously; 

Ajid^ere fou not a father, happiness 
Would be complete. Love and ambitfbn find 
Full scope; but Nature needs must mourn the loss 
Of two such sons. 

CBEON. 

Yes, it Sistresses me ; 

1 know what from a father’s heart is due, 
dnd such was mine. But I was bom to reign; 
dnd less I lose than what I think to win. . 

The name of ^ther, Attains, is trite, 

A. gift that Heav’n flbstows on almost all; 

1 happiness so common I can slight, 

Compared with what will make fdl enviouk 
k throne is not a boon of which the gods 


Obeon, 


M' 


i r 


Assuaged ? Think you 



Acsirif &T 
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Ave ^ us irom^the herd. ' 

(H inorteja; few are honotir?d yrith. a dow’r 
, So p^^ous. Eajrth haa fewe/kihge than HeaVn 
Has dbda. - Besides, you know how Hsnaon lored 
and his passion wm return’d: 

His suit, if he had had min’d mine, 
trhd go^ bei^ve me of a sou, but thus 
They me ef a rival. Speak of ^’oy, 

And’not of sorrow; leave my raptures free 
Froih sad remembrance of the shades of death. 
Tell me of what i*gtin, not what I lose. 

Sp^k of the throne, already mine,—of her 
Whose heart will follow, feir Antigone. 

All that is past is but a dream to me | 

So late a father and a subject, now 
A bridegroom and a king; so sweet a change 
That*— . ■' 

^ But Olympia comes! 


ATTALUS. 

Ah. and in tears! 


Scene 5. 

r 

, Cnnpw. OiiTMPiA. AttaIiUB. Guards. 

[ OLYMPIA. 

Whom wait. vou. Sire ? The Princess is no more. 

t ^ ' nKEOlB 

No, more, Olymnia f 

OT-VUrWA 

( ■'u' Vain is all regret. 

had'Wt r^h’d the chamber next to this, 

' Whetty bre I could perceive her fell design, 
Jroldjy shb plunged into her beauteous breast 
^e ^lf*8ame dagger which had slaiu the Queen 
TheretdGl a* irfortal wound did she indict. 




bacihs’b woiucb. 


[Bct r. 


m 

And, £aint with loss of blood, fell fttddanljf 
Judge what mj horror must have been to see 
That sight; her soul was r^adj*to take win^, 
first she murmur’d,—“ ’Tis for you I die, 
Dear Hemon,**—and life ended as she spake. 

. Cold in my arms 1 felt her lovely frame, 

' And thought my soul would quickly follow hers. 
Far happier had my sorrow brought me down 
To share with her the darkness of the tomb! 


Scene fi. 

Cbeon, Attalus, Guabds, 

CBEOB. 

Ah, is it thus then that you flee from me, ^ 

Your hated suitor, and in cruel scorn « 

Could quench those lovely orbs that I adore. 

And seal them close lest they should look on me. 
Jlsemon you loved, but less to follow him 
Than to escape from me, such haste to die! 

And yet, tho* thus severe you may remain. 

Hating my image e’en amongst the shades, 

Letting your wrath outlive the breath of Ufe, 

I am resolved to follow where you lead; 

Th($re shall my odious presence vex ^ou still. 
Incessant sighs to you repeat my pain, 

Which, if they cannot melt you, must torment, > 

No longer hoping for escape by death. 

Let me then die— 

ATTALUS {matching hie sword away from him), 
A cruel wish, my lord! 

CBEON. 

Nay, yours tne cruelty who murder me 
By saving life! Come to my succour, love; 

Come rage and fury, end my hateful days! 
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* * 0 ! ' * < -• 

BafHe %se.<jroel friends that keep me here < 

Fulfil your oracles, ye gods, yourselves I . 

Last relic of ill-fated Laiul, 1 
SCust perish, or your words be proved untrue; 

^Pal^^bac^ the fatal sceptre you have giv’n f 
Antigone is gone, take all the rest: 

I scorn your presents, and reject the throne. 

The lightning stroke is all I ask of you. 

If deaf to pray r, grant what my crimes demand, 

And add another victim to your heap. 

Vainly I sue, mj- ^wn iniqui^es 
Bring ^own upon my head the ills I caused. 

Joeasta, and her sons, Antigone, 

My children, whom^my fierce ambitiop slew, 

And all the others whom I sacrific^, 

Already like dire Furies rend my heart. 

Cease— 

By my death your wrongs shall be avenged; 

The lightning fj^lls, the earth has open’d wide; 

I feel a thousand torments all at once. 

And go to find repose in Tartarus. 

(He falls into the anns of the guard^) 




ALEXANDER THE GREAT. 


A TltAGlSDir. 




INTRODdcnON TO ALEXANDER THE 

-V- 

GREAT. 


stoiy of this ditima is derived from Quintus 
f CurliaB, Plutarch, and Justin. , T^e real hero . is 
pPorus rathef than Alexander ; and when it was first acted 
1665^ mention is made of it tmder the former title, 
line mmself writes thus :—“ I have endeavoured to re- 
resent in Porus an enemj worthy of Alexailder; and 
may SfLy that jiis character has met with a high degree 
I public favour, and some have even censur^ me for 
aking this prince greater than Alexander. But such 
rsons forget that in virtue of his victory Alexand^ 
really greater than Porus, that every line of the tragedy 
■eflects his praises, ^d that even the invectives of Porus 
nd Axiaqa are so many tributes to the conqueror's valour. 
Dhere is perhaps in Porus something that interests us 
nore, from the very circumstance of his misfortunes.; for, 
.s Seneca hae remarked, ‘ we are naturally disposed t(Vad- 
nire nothing in the world so much as a man who can bear 
dversity with courage.' ” 



CHARACTERS. 


Alexamdcr. 

Ponus, 1 , 

Ta*..-*., I 

Axiana, Qi*een another part of India. 

Oleophila, tiater qf Taailea, ^ 

HRPHiBSTION. 




The scene is laid on the banks of the HjdaspeSy in the 

camp of Taxiles. 



ALE:SANDER TEtE GREAT, 


,4 TRAaBDY. 

AOT I. 

Scene 1. 

\ 

Taxiles, Cleofhila. 

CLEOPHILA. 

What! go you to resist a king whose might 
Seems to force Heav’n itself to take his side, 

Before whose feet have fallen all the kings 
Of Asia, who holds Fortune at his beck P 
Open your eyes, my brother, and behold 
In Alexander one who casts down thrones. 

Binds kings in chains, and makes whole nations slaves 
And all the ills they have incurr’d prevent. 

TAXILES. 

Would you that, stricken with so mean a f(*ar 
I bow my head to meet his threatening yoke, 

And hear it said by every Indianstribe, 

I forged the fetters for myself and them ? 

Shall I leave Poms, and betray those chiefs 
Met to defend the freedom of our realms. 

Who without hesitation have declared 
Their brave resolve to live or die like kings ? 

See vou a single one of them so cow’d 
At Alexander’s name, that he forgets 
To fight, and begs to be enroll’d his slave. 
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k 

Am of th' acltnowledg’d master of the world ? ^ 

So W from being daunted at his fame^ 

They will attack him e'en in Ytctory's lap. 

, And would you, sister, have me crave his help 
'Whom 1 to-day am ready to withstand f 

CLEOPHILA. 

ITay, is it flot to you tltis prince appeals, ^ 

Sues for your friendship, and for yours alone, 

An^, ready to discharge his lightning flash, 

Makes secret efforts to protect your hea^ ? 

TAXILEB. 

Why should he %pafe his wrath for me alone ? 

Of ^ Hydaspes arms against him, how 
Have I deserved a pity that insults ? 

Why not to Porus make these overtures ? 
Doubtless he deems him too magnanimous 
To heed an offer that is fraught with shahie. 

And, seeking virtue of less stubborn mould. 
Thinks me, forsooth, more worthy of his care. 

CLEOPHILA. 

Say not he thinks to find in you a slave. 

But deems you bravest of his enemies. 

And hopes that, may he but disarm your hand, 
Hisrtriuisph o’er the rest will be secured. 

His choice does no discredit to yourhame. 

He offers friendship cowards may not share. 

Tho* he would fain see all the world submit 
To him, he wants no slave among his friends. 

Ah, if his friendship can your glory soil. 

You spared me not a stain of deeper dye. 

You know his daily services w me, 

"Why did you ne’er attempt to check their course ? 
You see me now the mistress of his heart, 

A hundred secret missives make me sure 
Of his devotion, and to reach me come 
His ardent sighs across two hostile camps, 
instead of urging hatred and disdain. 
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Ydu oft have blam^ me for severity; 

You led%ne on to listen to his suit, 

Ay, and perchance to love him in my tunl. 

TAZILES. 

You have no need to blush that charms so rare 
Have forced that mighty warrior to succumb, 
Kor should it cause alarm that he^whose pow’i 
Has dried Euphrates, can disarm your heart. 

But with my destiny our country’s fate 
Is link’d, and it mtiJl follow as Jt lead; 

And tho’ you fain would turn me from the task, 
I must be free to guard h5r liberties. 

I know how this iny purpose gives yo!j pajin. 

But I, like you, follow the star of love. 

Fair Axiana’s danger-darting eyes. 

Against your Alexander aim their shafts; 

Queen of all hearts, she bids her subjects arm 
For freedom, which her charms alone must bind; 
She hears with shame threats of captivity, 

Nor brooks another tyrant than herself. 

Her wrath, my sister, must command my sword. 
And 1 must go. 

CLEOPHILA. 

Ah, well, destroy yourself 
To please her; what tho’ fatal the decree, 

Obey so dear a despot if you will, 

Or rather let your rival reap youy bays. 

Qo fight for Porus, Axiana calls. 

Secure for him the empire of her heart. 

For your best valour will not make her bend. 

TAZILES. 

Think you that ^orus, sister— 

CLBOFHILA. 

Can you doubt, 

Yourself, that Axiana loves him ? What! 

Can you not see how eager is her praise, 
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I 

.Aft fihft parades his deeds before yop eyes? 

^tho' others may be brave, round him alone. 

Believe me, victory’s pinions seem to wave; 

Without his sanction vain your wisest plans, 

Oifly with hmf rests India’s liberty; 

Had he not interposed, our walls ere now 

Had sunk in ashes, he alone can stop 

The conqui^ror’s march«; this charming prince she makes 

Her god, and, tho’ you doubt it, fain would make 

Her lover! 

' ^BILES. 

1 have tried to doqbt it; ah. 

Be not so cruel as to blast all hope. 

Nor paint a pictare*that 1 hate to see. 

Nay, help me rather to be blind, confirm 
My pleasing error. Pride befits the fair; 

Tell me she treats all others e’en as me. 

And save me from despair. 

CI.EOPHILA. 

With my consent 
Hope still, but nothing more expect &om sighs 
Too weak to move her. Why in battle seek 
A conquest Alexander offers you 
Himself t *Tis not with him you have to cope. 

But Porus, who would wrest a prize so fair. 

Fayte, to^ unjust to others’ merit, varnits 
His exploits, none but his, forgets tlfe rest; 

Whate’er is done, he the sole credit claims. 

And leads you like his subjects to the field. 

Ah, if that title has a pleasing sound. 

Why not with Greeks ant Persians range yourself' 
Beneath a worthier lord ? A hundred kings 
Will share your bonds; Porus himself will come. 

Yea, the whole world. But Alexander k^ps 
No chains for you. He leaves upon your brow 
The crown a haughty rival dares disdain, 

*Tis Porus and not he makes you a slave; 

Be not his victim, when ’tis in yomr pow'r— 

But look, here comes your generous rivid. 
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Ah, 

Hj fciste^, how my heart heats an alarm. 

And tells me, as X look, that he is loved ! 

OliBOPHILA. 

Time presses. Fare you well. With you it lies 
To be his sla^re, or Alexander’s fijend. 


8cenS 2. 

PoEus, Taxiles. 

POEUS. 

Sir, I am much deceived, or our proud foes 
Will make less progress than they reckon’d on. 
Impatient of ^^lay, our gallant troops 
Show resolution stamp’d upon their brows. 
Strengthen each other’s hearts, and none too young 
To promise to himself victorious bays. 

From rank to rank the martial ardour spreads, 

And eager cries have burst upon mine ears, 
Complaining that they cannot prove their zeal. 

But waste their vigour in an idle camp. 

Shall we allow* such courage to be lost*'* 

Our wily foe knows where advantage hes; 

Feeling himself still weak, to hold us back 
He sends Hephssstion hither, who demands 
A parley, that by idle words— 

TAXIJSES. 

’Tis fit 

To hear him, Sir; we know not yet what terms 
Are offerM ; Alexander may wish peace. 

POEUS. 

^eace! Would you then accept it at his hands If 
Have we not seen him with repeated blows 
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Distuif^ the happy eslm we erst enjo/d, 

And, sword in n^d, enter these reuma of Qurs, 

Attacking kings who ne'er offended him Y 
Have we not s^n him laying countries waste, 

Onr rivers swollen with our subjects' blood Y 
Tet when the gods have placed him in our pow’r. 

Am 1 to wait until the tyrant deigns 
To pardon I 

TAXILES. 

, Say not Heav'n forsakef cause; 

With constant care it still •defends his head 
A monarch at whose nod so ma^y states 
Tremble is not a foe for kings to scorn. 

POBUS. 

1 scorn him not, his courage 1 admire. 

And to his prowess render due respect; 

But I too am ambitious to deserve 

The tribute which his merits force from m*e. 

Let Alexander be upraised to Heav'n, 

Yet wiU 1 pluck him thence, if so 1 may ; 

The altars which men’s trembling hands have rear'd 
To this terrestrial god, will I attack. 

E’eii thus did Alexander treat those kings 
Whose provinces now own his greater sway; 

If when he enter’d Asia he had quail’d, 

Darjiis would not with his parting breath 
Have haitd him king. 


TAXILES. 

Sir, had Darius known 
How weak he was, he woujd be reigning now 
Where reigns another. But his fatal pride 
Was better founded than your present scorn. 
The fame of Alexander had not yet 
Burst like the lightning from behind the clouds i 
Darios ne’er had heard his name before. 

And calmly dream’d of easy victoiy. 

He knew him soon, and all amazed beheld 
His countless hosts scatter’d like chaff, himself 
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CrushM to the earth by a Tictorious arni; 

The lightning, ag it fell, unseard his eyes. 

POBxrs. 

Wh&t price too, think you, shall one hare tb pay 
For Swallowing this bait of shameful peace ? 

A hundred different tribes can tell you, Sir, 

How, grossly Seated, peace for them meant cliains. 
Be not deceived, his smiles are treacherous; 

His proffered friendship leads to slavery 
For ever; no half-sA*vice will s^vail. 

Submit to bondage, or remain his foe. 

TAXILB®. 

To turn from rashness is not cowardice; 

A harmless homage may be all he claims. 

With flattering words soothe this ambitious prince, 
Till lust of conquest summon him elsewhere; 

For like a mountain torrent he sweeps by, 

And overwhelms all that arrests his course; 
Gorged with the wrecks of many multitudes. 

The roar of mighty waters fills the world. 

What boots it to let surly pride provoke 
His wrath ? With favorable welcome hail 
His march, and waive those rights we may resume 
Hereafter, nor refuse what costs us nought. 

, POBUS. 

What costs us nought! Hare you believe it. Sir ? 
And shall I count as nothing honour lost? 

The coward's brand is far too dear a price 
At which we may redeem our diadems! 

But think you that a prince so bold and proud 
Can pass this way and leave no trace behind ? 

How many monarebs, wreck'd upon this reef. 
Retain their titles but to please his pride! 

Should we once crouch, his vassals, we should find 
Our crowns no more sit firmly on ourlieads: 
Should we displease him, from our nerveless hands 
Would drop our sceptres at his slightest breath. 
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% he matx^heB on from land to knd, 

Aud leaves them as they were; the knots he tie 
Bind princes fast; and ofttimes in the dust 
He seeks fit instruments to govern slaves. 

But such mean cares touch not my firm resolve, 
Your interest alone inspires my words: 

Porus declines to treat of terms of peace. 

When G-lorv 8T>eaks no other voire he hears. 


TAXILES. 

I liear what Honour bids,as well as you, 

To save my coimtxy is what she commands 

POBUS. 

Save her and honour too. This day forestall 
Th’ mvader, let us march to meet his arms. 

TAXILES. 

Contempt and Bashness are unfaithful guides. 

POBUS. 

Shame follows hard upon a timid soul. 

TAXILES. 

Kings who can save their subjects earn their love. 

POBUS. 

But honour’d more when they know how to reign. 

gAXlLES. 

Such counsel finds response from pride alone. 

POBUS. 

Yet kings will heed it, ay, and queens, perchance. 

TAX1LB8. 

The queen has eyes, it seems, for none but you. 


Fact i. 
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ponvB, 

A alave ^she mai^ks mth snoger and contempt. 

TAXILBS. 

But think jou» sir, 'tis Love that would expose 
Her people and herself along with you ? 

Nay, tell youHelf the naked trutfi, confess 
Tour guiding light is Hatred and not Love. 

POBUS. 

I feadily will own that righteous wrath 
Slakes me love war as much as you love peace, 

That burning with a noble fire I go 
To measure swords Against Alexander’s pride. 

The praises of his valour vex my soul, 

Which long has panted for this happy day. 

Ere he was on«4ny track my spirit rose 
Besentful, and in secret hated him. 

With keen impatience and fierce jealousy, 

I thought his near approach too long delay’d, 

And drew him hither with such warm desire 
As made me wish myself on Persian soil 
To meet him sooner. Should he balk me now, 

And seek to leave these regions, then would I 
Dispute in arms his passage, and refuse 
The peace he condescends to offer us. 

TAXILES. 

So high a spirit and so firm a heart 
Augur a glorious place in History’s page; 

And should you sink beneath the bold attem])t, 

Your fall at least will thro’ the world resound. 
Farewell. The queen draws near. Display that zeal. 
That pride which makes your merit in her eyes. 

Hy presence would disturb your interview. 

And my faint-hearted prudence raise a blush. 
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Scene 3. 

PoBT7S» Aziaha. 
AXIANA. 

What! Taxiies avoids me! Why is this ?— 

POBUS. 

Ah, he does well to hide from you his %bame 
No longer daring to encounter risk, 

How could he bear to look you in the face ? 
But let us leave him, madam, to his choice; 
He and his sister *go to pay their vows 
To Alexander. Let us leave a camp 
Where Taxiies, with incense in his hand, 

A_ii._ __ 


AXIANA. • 

But what says he, Six 

POBUB. 

Betrays too much. Already docs this slave 
Boast of the bondage ho would have me share. 

AXIANA. 

Be n&t so passionate, and let me try • 

To stop him. Tho’ discouraged, his warm sig 
Assure me of his love. Howe’er that be. 

Let me try speech with him again, nor force 
That purpose into action bj| your scorn 


POBUS. 

What! Doubt you 

And will you trust a^aithless lover’s heart 
Who to a tyrant means, this very day. 

To give you up, thinking thereby to win 
Your hand from himf Well, if you will, assist 


Fact 


that? 
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Your own betrayal. He may seize the prize 
I deemU my own, but still it shall be mine 
To fight and die for you ;»this glory mocks 
His jealous efforts. 

AZIAKA. 

Think you then, my love 
Shall be the meed of insolence so base, 

And that my4ieart, submitting to>his sway. 

Could e’er consent to be disposed of thus ? 

Can you impute sucji crime without a blush ? 

When have I shown him partiality ? 

Were I to choose ’tween Taziles and you, 

H(9w can you think that 1 could hesitate ? 

Know I not well how his unstable so^l • 

Is sway’d alternately by love and fear ? 

And were it not for mo, his timid heart 
Would soon be vanquish’d by his sister’s wiles. 

Made Alexander’s captive, as you know. 

She afterwards.return’d to Taziles; 

But soon I found she meant to fasten him 
Ill the same trap which had ensnared her heart. 

POBUS. 

And can you live beside her after that ? 

Why not abandon her to guilt and crime ? 

Why be so anxious now to spare a prince— 

, AZIANA. 

For your sake I would win him. Shall I see 
You overwhelm’d with care for our defence. 

And left alone t’ attack so strong a foe ? 

1 would have Taziles combine his arms 
With yours, in spite of all his sister’s plots. 

Would that your zeal could spare some thought for me! 
But such considerations are too mean 
To move you. So that you may nobly fall, 

You little care what follows, nor provide 
Eefuge for me from Alexander’s wratli. 

Or from your rival’s love, who, treating me 
Soon as his humble captive, will deipaud 
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My heart and hand as purchased by your blood. 
Well, go, my lord, fulfil your eager wish, 

Think only of the conflict, and &rget 
To guard your life, forget how Heav*n had smooth’d 
The way that might have led to happiness. 

It may be Axiana in her turn 
Was well disposed to go. 

, , But nay, depart 

To lead your army, we have talk’d too long, * 

And vnii ata wPA.rv nf dAfj).inTnpnf. 


pdBUS. 

Stay, Madam! see how earnest is*my flame: 

, Order my life, an^J m|kk6 my soul your own; 
Glory, 1 own it, has much influence there. 

But what can charms so matchless not perform ? 
1 will forget what plans we form’d to join 
Our forces to risk all against the foe ; 

That Porus deem’d it happiness supreme, , 
Alone to triumph in liis rival’s eyes. 

* I say no more. Proclaim your sovereign will; 
.^d Fame and Hatred both shall bow to you 

AXIANA. 

Fear nought; the heart which will so well obey 
Is not in hands that can betray their trust: 

Its glory is too much my care to wish 
To sftip a hero bent on victory. , 

Hasten your steps to meet the enemy, 

But do not part yourself from your allies : 
Control them gently; and with tranquil mind 
Iieave me to try my skill on Taxiles; 

Let milder sentiments towTds him prevail, 

I undertake to make him fight for you. 

POBUS. 

Well, go then. Madam, I consent with joy; 

And let us see Hepliaestion since wo must. 

But without losing hope of following dose, 

I wait Hephsestion—^then the battle-field. 
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AOT n. 

Scene 1. 

GlbophiIiA, Hephasstiok. 

•> 

REPH^STION. 

Yes, wliile your together hold debate^ 

Until the council me(^, lady, let me 
Tell you what secret reasons bring me here. 

I, ao the friend to whom nfy lord confides 

The flame which your eyes kindled, would, to them 

Beveal it, and entreat you to extend 

To him the peace which he would grant your kings. 

After so many sighs, what may he hope ? 

Your brother gives consent, yet you delay. 

Why let your loyer, doubtful and perplex'd. 

His heart ne'er offer but with constant dread 
Of your refusal ? Must he at your feet 
Lay all the world that’s left ? 

Give peace ? Make war 
Which shall it be ? Command! 

His feet will run. 

By conquest or by merit to prevail. 

^ CLEOPHILA. 

May I believe a prince of fame so high 
Still keeps the memory of my feeble charms ? 

That he who makes Terror and Victory 

His followers should condescen<hto sigh 

For me ? Such captives break their chain full soon ; 

To grandest projects Glory leads them on. 

And Love within their breasts, hinder’d and crush’d 
Is ’neath a weight of laurels soon o’erwhelmed. 

So long 08 1 his prisoner remain’d, 

T might have made some slight impression there; 

But, Sir,l fancy when he loosed my bonds 
The hero in his turn soon burst his own. 
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HEPHABTION. 

Ah, had jou seen him chafing $.t delays, 

Oountio^ the days that kept you from his sight, 
JjOYe, you would own, was urging on his steps: 

He ru8h*d to battle but in search of you, 

*Tis you who lead the conqueror of kings 
Thus thro’^your provinces to march in haste. 

And rend, upon his way, 'neath his strong arm 
All obstacles that hinder his approach. 

Now on the self-same plain our banners wave 
With yours; he views yodr ramparts from his own ; 
But after all his exploits, fear subdues 
The victor’s heart lest it should still be far 
From yours. His i%,pid strides from land to laud 
Have served him nought, if you against him bar 
That heart, and daily doubt his constancy 
T’ excuse the harshness that makes no response 
To faithful vows: with weapons of distrust 
Your mind— 


CLEOPHILA. 

Alas, how weak the best defence 
Against such doubts! Our hearts we vainly vex 
With reasons to suspect what most they wish. 
Would your lord read the si'cret of my soul ? 

'Tis with delight I hear how much be loves ; 
iwd that time had made his passion ebb ; 

I fain would have his heart, and that for aye. 

I will say more: When he our frontier forced, 
And within Oraphis took me prisoner, 

When I beheld him master of the world. 

To be his captive seem’d a privilege. 

And far from murmuring against my fate, 

Its sweetness grew with custom, I will own, 

Till freedom was a memory erased, 

Recovery of which I claim’d, yet fear’d. 

Think how I must rejoice at his return. 

But would he have me sec him blood besprent ? 
‘Gomes ho to show himself an enemy ? 

Is’t not for torture that he seeks me out ? 
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BBPHJaSTIOK. 

No, Madam; ranquisli’d by your potent cbarms. 

He vails the terrq^s of his llashmg sword, 

He offers peace to kings whose eyes are blind, 

The band that could have crush’d them he withdraws. 
He fears lest victory—^too easy prize— 

Might point hig weapon to your brc^her’s breasU: 

His courage shrinks from causing you a pang, 

Nor t'ovets laurels sprinkled with your tears. 

Prosper the anxious <ilre his love inspires; 

Save him from winning sorrowful success, 
And^influence monarchs whom his mercy spares 
T* accept a boon they owe to you alone. 

CLEOPHILA. 

Ah, doubt it not, my agitated soul 
With just alarm is ceaselessly distressed; 

I tremble for niy*brother, lest his blood 
Should stain the hand of enemy so dear; 

But vainly I oppose his fiery zeal, 

Porus and Axiana rule his soul; 

A king’s example and a queen’s bright eyes 
Rise up against me when I try to speak. 

When harass’d thus, what have I not to dread ' 

I fear for him,—for Alexander too. 

I know he has destroy’d a hundred kings 
Who dared defy him ; •well his feats I know, 

But I know Porus, under whose command 
Our people have repulsed and triumph’d o’er 
Scythian and Mede, and, proud of former bays, 

Will follow* him to victory or death. 

I fear— 


HEPHJESTION. 

Nay, harbour not a fear so vain ; 
Let Porus rush whither disaster leads, ^ 
Let India in hia cause arm all her States, 
And let your brother only hold aloof. 

Bat here they come, 

G 
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[act II. 


OLEOPHILA. 

AccomplAi jour good work; 
Tour wisdom may disperse these angiy ^louds, 

Or, if the storm must burst, be this jour care, 

To make it fall on other heads than ours. 


Scene 2. 

POBUS, TaXILBS, HEPBSafiTION. 
HEPH2BS7ION. 

Ere the fierce conflict that looms threat’ninglj 
Adds to our many inquests all jour States, 

Mj lord is willing to suspend his stroke. 

And for the lost time offers terms of peace. 

Tour people, prepossess’d with flattering hopes, 

The victor of Euphrates thought to staj: 

In spite of all jour squadrons scatter’d ^de, 
Hjdaspes sees at length our standards float 
. Along his banks, which o’er jour trenches soon 
"Would stand, while native blood jour fields bedew’d, 
Did not our hero, crown’d with other bays. 

Himself the ardour of his warriors check. 

He comes not hither stain’d with princely gore, 

By barbarous triumph to affright these realms. 

And, frqpa your ruin reaping bright renown. 

O’er your kings’ tombs victorious trbphies raise: 

But be not ye yourselves deceived by hope 
Illusive, nor provoke your own defeat. 

Ere his resistless hand descends in wrath. 

Delay no longer, you hai^ done enough 
Already in withholding homage due. 

Such as your hearts must own his valour claims : 
Welcome the firm support his arm affords. 

And honour the Protector of your States, 

Such is the message he is pleased to send. 

Beady to drop the sword or take it up. 

Tou know his purpose, make your choice this day. 

To lose your crowns, or hold them as from him. 
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TAXILBS, 

Sir, think not that a rudoi^nd sullen pridd 
Forbids us such rare virtue to respect 
And that our people with presumptuous zeal 
"VTii^be jour enemies in spite of you. 

We render to true greatness all that's meet; 

Ye worship gods that owe to us their fanes; 

Heroes who pass'd with jou for mbrtal men 
Have met with votive altars among us. 

But vain would b^t]^' attempt to make our tribes 
Change their free worship into slaverj. 

Trust me, tho’ glory mov^s them to adore, 

Nc^ incense will they offer on constraint. 

How many other States subdued by 3 S 0 U • 

Have seen their sov’reigns bend beneath the yoke ? 

After aU these, is it not time enough 

That Alexander should look out for friends ? 

These captives, trembling at their master’s name, 
But ill support«. pow’r so newly bom; 

They have their eyes open to every chance 
Of freedom; your dominions all are full 
Of hidden foes. They weep their kings discrown'd, 
In secret; and your chains, too widely stretch’d. 
Grow slack ; the Scythians, mutinous at heart 
Already, soon will burst the bonds to which 
You destine us. Try, taking for a pledge 
Our friendship, whether ^aith no oath constrains 
Can bind us. Leav^ a people free who know 
How freely to applaud your famous deeds. 

1 take yoiir master's friendship on these terms. 
And 1 await him as a monarch may 
A hero on whose steps glory attends. 

Who wins my heart, but cannot touch my throne. 

POBUS. 

I thought when gathering his provinces 
Hydaspes saw us flocking to protect 
His banks fro'm outrage, that for ta 8 k*so great 
There came no kings with me but such as were 
The foes of tyrants^ but since one is found 
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Hole the liand that threateftis, and to court 
His own disgrace, in league with Maeedon, 

2t rests with me to speak for th#se whose trust 
Has been betray*d by him, and in the name 
Of India make re^dy. 

Why comes he here. 

The King who sends you ? Do we need the aid 
He offers?. With what countenance can he 
Presume to shelter those who have no foe * 

Save him alone? Ere he laid waste the world 
Jfii Airy, India rested in repose. 

Or if some neighbour State ruffled her calm, 

She had no lack of children to diefcnd 
Her honour well. What moans this fierce attack ® 
What barbarous*dedH has roused your master*^ wrath? 
Did e’er a force of ours his realms invade, 

And ravage ruthlessly those lands unknown ? 

So many countries, deserts, rivers lie 
Between him and ourselves, as well miglit bar 
All access. E’en on Earth’s remotest ver^e 
Can none escape the knowledge of his name 
And galling chains ? Strange valour must be his, 
^that only seeks to injure, and consumes 
All that its fires approach, owning no rule 
But proud disdain. He fain would make the world 
One prison, all, as many as we are 
Of human kind, slaves whom his foot may crush ’ 

Mo^ lan^s, more kings ! His sacrilegious hands 
Kange all men under the same iron yoke. 

Already he devours us in his greed: 

Of sovereigns once so many we alone 
Are left to reign. What say I ? We alone! 

Nay, only I, in whom theore yet remain 
The traces of a King. But at that thought 
My courage rises, and well pleased I see 
This wide world shake, that by my arm alone 
Its freedom may be stablish’d, if at all; 

And that with ^aye restored, all men may say:— 

** Great Alexander would have tamed the world. 

Had he not met on Earth’s extremest bounds, ' 

A king who broke her chains, and set her free.’* 
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HEPHASTION. 

Tour resolution shows at l^ast a heart 
YaUant» hut 'tis too late t’ oppose the storm. 

With uo support but yours, this tottering globe. 

As well as you yourself, must pity claim. 

1 will not tiy to hold you back, march on 
AigMnst my master, only I could i^ish ^ 

Tou knew him better, and that Fame had told* 

At least the half of his achievements. You 
Would see— 

POBV^. 

What should^ I see, what could I learn, 
To make me fall at Alexander’s feet ? 

Persia without an effort brought beneath* 

His yoke ? Your arms weary with shedding blood ? 
What glory was it to subdue a king 
Kerveless, already by soft ease enthrall’d; 

To queU a nation sapless and inert. 

Whose golden harness made them sweat and groan, 
Who made no stand, but prostrate fell in crowds. 
Till corpses only block’d your master’s way? 

Dazed with his least exploits, all other tribes 
Came humbly on their knees to beg for terms, 

And, giving heed to oracles of fear. 

Thought it were impious to resist a god. 

But we, who conquerors scan with other eyes. 

Know well that tyrants are no deities; 

So that, however slaves may flatter him. 

We deem the Son of Jupiter a man. 

We go not forth to strew his path with flow’rs. 

And everywhere he finds us arms in hand. 

He sees his conquests stopp’d eBch step he takes; 
Here does a single rock cost him more lives, 

More trouble, more assaults, almost more time 
Than all the strength of Persia’s serried hosts. 

The ease that was her ruin is to us 
Hateful, our native gold did ne’er corrppt 
Our courage. Only glory tempts our hearts, 

The sole possession 1 dispute with him. 

Tis that alone^ 
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Which Alexander seeks. 

To lower gains his soul is loath to stoop; 

Ko other aim led him to leave his realms, 

And to the throne of Cyrus brought his steps, 
Shook the firm pillars of that mighty State, 
Arm’d his attack, laid 'i^ictory and crowns ^ 

At his disposal. Since your pride rejects 
The proffer’d pardon glory does not grudge, 
Yoifr eyes, the witnesses of his succesA, • 

Shall, this day forth, see how he fights for fame. 
And, sword in hand, marches towictory. 

POBUS. 

Go then: and I will meet him ere he come. 


Seem 3 . 

PoRus, Taxiles. 

TAXILES. 

What! so impatient I Will you then—* 

PORUS. 

Not so, 

With your alliance will I meddle not. 

Hephsestion, bitter only against me. 

Of your submission will inform his king. 

The troops of Axiana, bofind to me. 

Await the conflict, ranged beneath my flag, 

The honour of her throne will I support, 

As of my own, and you shall judge the fray. 

Let not your heart however, in its zeal 

For your new friends, kindle fresh flames of strife. 
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Scene 4 . 

Axiava, PoBtrs, Taxiles. 

AXIANA (to taxiles). 

is ibis thej saj of you ? Our foes 
it their Boast that Taxiles 8ut)iuit8, 

At least at heart, nor marches ’gainst a king 
Whom he respects., • 

TAXILB9. 

,, The word of enemies 

Is hardly to be trusted; time will teach 
A better knowledge. * * 

AXIANA. 

Sir, then give the lie 
To this insulting rumour, and confound 
Those who have^ittered it. Like Porus go, 
Force them to silence; lot them feel your wrath. 
And learn they have no deadlier foe than you. 

TAXILES. 

Madam, I go my army to array. 

Heed less these rumours that alarm you so: 
Porus performs his duty; so will I. 


Scene 5 . 

Axiana, Pjbus. 

AXIANA. 

That cold and sullen brow gives me no clue, 
His craven bearing looks not that of king 
Marching to victory, whom I can trust. 

We may not longer doubt we are betraj^’d: 

He to his sister sacrifices name 

And country. In his hatred he desires 
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Our downfall, and but waits the battle hour 
To show it. 

* FOBI^. 

Losing him, I lose a prop 
Unstable; I have known him far well 
Tp count on his support. These eyes have seen 
His doubt^, unmoved, dreading his feeble arm 
Much more if raised for us. A traitor fled, 

To please his sister, weakens us much losj 
Thjt.n powardlv resistance. 


AXIAK \ 

* Be not rash ; 

Tour valour reckons not th’ invading hosts 
Almost alone, hastening to meet his strokes 
You hut onnose vourself to cmintleRR foes. 


POBUS. 

What! would you have me prove a traitor too, 
TA^nd, out of terror, give you up for slaves ? 

That 1 should stay within my camp confined, 

And, after giving cliallenge, shirk the fight ^ 

Nay, Madam, I believe it not, but know 
Too well that soul where glory’s fire burns high. 
Ca:^ I fo^et whose were the potent charms 
That roused our princes all, and dre^ them on 
To battle ? Whose high spirit scorn’d to yield, 
And none but Alexander’s conqueror 
Would love ? That task be mine, whereto I haste 
Less to avoid his chains than merit yours. 

Madam, 1 go, ambitious to deserve 
Bondage so sweet, to conquer or to die; 

And, since my sighs appeal without avail 
To one whose heart glory alone can sway, 

I win go forth to win a victory 

That shall attach such honour to my name, 

As may from love of valour load your heart. 
Perchance, to love the victor. 
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* AXIANA. 

• Go, my lord. 

It may be in the camp of Taxiles 

Thefe will be found men braver than himself j 

To rAise them 1 will make a last essay, 

Thereafter share your fortune m your camp. 

Seek not to know the secrets of my heart, 
lave, and enjoy a triumph. 

PORUSf 

This delay 

Is needless, Madam. Why not tell me now 
If my entreaties move you ? Can yodV heart 
Suffer a hapless prince, whose cruel fate 
Perhaps condemns him ne’er to see again 
The idol of his soul, to die without 
The p^ud assurance of a destiny 
So great ? 

AXIANA. 

What can I say ? 

POBTJS. 

Queen of my soul, 
If any tenderness you felt for me, 

That heart, which gi^'s me promise of renown 
To be this day achieved, might promise more, 

A little love. Can it defend itself 
Against such sighs ? Can it— 

AXIABA. 

March forth to meet 
Th' invader. Victory is yours, if he 
fiesist no better than this heart of mine. 
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ACT ill 

Scene 1. 

Axiana, Cleophila. 

AXIANA. 

How is this, Madam ? Am 1 prisoner here ? 
For*biddeu to behold my a^y march* * 

To battle ? Is’t with me that Taxiles 
Begins his treason thus, in his dWn camp 
Holding me cap^ve ? This then is the fruit 
Of all his sighs! My humble worshipper 
Become my master; and, already tired 
Of my disdain, despairing of the heart 
He binds the limbs ! 


CLEOPHILA. 

Nay, but you construe ill 
The just alarm of one who ne’er succumb’d 
^▼e to your charms. View with a kinder eye 
The zeal which makes your safety its concern. 
Wliile round us now two mighty armies, stirr’d 
With equal ardour for the bloody fray, 

Make everywhere the sparks of fury fly, 

In what direction would you guide your steps ^ 
Where could you find a shelter from*the storm 
But here, where all is calm and life is safe ? 
Like tranquil port— 


^XIANA. 

’Tis that tranquillity 
With its degrading safety I resent. 

What! When my subjects, fighting for their queen, 
And led by Porus, fall upon the plain. 

Sealing their faithful service with their blood, 

When I can almosl hear their dying cries, 

They prate to me of peace, and in his camp 
Your brother keeps a posture of repose 
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/ 

Amid the tamult, and insultB my grief. 

Directing mj sad eyes to sights of joy! 

OLEOPHIliA. 

Would YOU then, Madam, that my brother's love 
Should leave in danger’s jaws a life so dear ? 

He knows too well tiie hazard— 

AXIANA. 

And to turn 

My steps therefrom, this generous lover makes 
His camp my prison; whilst his rival risks 
Life for my sake, his valour is content 
To act the gaoler! 

CLBOPHILA. 

Happy Poms! How 

The shortest absence from him tries you sore 
With such impatience that you needs must search 
The field of battle to discover him! 

AXIANA. 

I would do more; yea, even to the tomb 
Would follow him with ardour and with pride. 
Lose all my realms, and see with eyes unmoved 
The victor pay therewith Cleophila 
For entrance to her heart! 

OLEOPHILA. 

You need not go. 

If you seek Poms. Soon will he be brought 
Hither a captive. Let us guard for him 
So fair a conquest that his love nas made. 

AXIANA. 

Already does your heart in triumph fly 
To Alexander, and his victory liail. 

But, trusting to the flattering hopes of love. 

Tour boasts may prove a little premature; 

You press your eager wishes somewhat far. 
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Ajfid count too soon upon jour lieai^*s desire: 

Tee— 

CLEOFBiLA. 

Now my brother comes, and we shall learn 
Whose the mistake has been. , 

AXIANA. 

No room fof doubt » 
Longer remains; that brow so satisfied 
Has the defeat of Porus written thert. • 


Scene 2. 

Taxiles, Axiana, Oleofhila. 


TAXILES. 

Madam, had Poms been less choleric, 

And follow’d the good counsel of a friend, 

He might indeed have spared my present pain 
.-In coming to announce his fate myself. 


Is Porus— 


AXIANA. 


TAXILES. 

All is over: and deceived 
Hy valour, he is taken in the toils * 

Of which I warn’d him! ’Twas not that his arm, 
(For to a fallen rival I’ll be just,) 

Fail’d to dispute the victory right well. 

Making his foes pay deaiiy with their blood; 
Glory, attracted by his brilliant feats, 

’Tween him and Alexander for a while 
Waver’d. But, in his anger against me. 

At last he charged too hotly, and I saw 
His troops disorder’d, broken, turn’d to flight. 
Tour soldiers routed, and his own dispersed; 

Saw finally himself carried along 
With them, in their endeavours to escape; 



^ sbiics 2.] 


AUSXM^DSB THB GftSAV, 


Too late of vain resentment disabused^ 

He long*d for succour he refused before. 

AXIANA. 

Refused I What then ? Your patriotic pride 
Waits till entreaties rouse its energies! 

Against your will you must be forced to fight, 
E&e will you stir not e’en to save }^ur realms! 
But to return to Porus—did he not 
Speak by example y4h commanding voice ? 
Could not his risk put courage in your heart, 

The danger of your mistre|s, and the State 
KeS^y to perish ? Go, you serve full well 
The master giv’n you by your sister! JDo • 
Whate’er her spite dictates! Treat all alike, 

And let your mistress share your rival’s chains! 
So well you’ve work’d, your crime and his defeat 
Have placed that noble hero in my lioart. 

To be adored. Ero this day ends, I wish 
To make my love and hatred manifest. 

Before your face to pledge my self to him, 

And in his presence swear immortal hate 
For you. Farewell, and love me if you will, 
Now that you know me. 


TAXILES. 

Think not that my vo^s 

Are faithless. Look for neither threats nor chains; 
Better does Alexander know what’s due 
To queens. Allow his kindness a free scope. 

And keep a throne Porus should ne’er have placed 
In peril. At all hazards I inyseff 
Would wage fierce battle with the hand that touch’d 
Object so sacred. 

AXTANA. 

What ’ my sceptre then, 

Giv’n by a foe, must be upheld by you f 
Shall the same tyrant set me on my throne. 

Who came to dnve me from it ? 
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Kings and queens, 

When f^len low before his conquering sword, 

Have let his generous kindness soothe their woes. 
The wife and mother of Darius see. 

How like a brother does he treat the one, 

Like son the other! 


AXIANA. 

Kay, I cannot sell 

My friendship, flatter tyrants, owe ifly«crown 
To pity. Persia’s womefl are too weak 
For me to copy. Think you I ^viU haunt 
My victor’s court, follow him thro’ the world. 

And boast how*light the chains he makes me wear? 
If he gives crowns, let him give ours to you. 

And deck you, if he will, with borrow’d plumes; 
Nor Porus, nor myself, will grudge you these, 

And you will be a slave much more than we. 

I hope that Alexander’s pride, ere long, * 

Vex’d that your crime should stain his victory. 

Will by your execution clear himself. 

' Knaves such as you oft play the traitor twice. 

Let not his present favours dazzle you; 
liook you how Bessus suffer’d, faithless found. 
Farewell. 


Scene 3. 

Oleophila, Taxiles. 

C^BOPHlTiA. 

Tou may indulge her in this fury: 
Time and the Conqueror’s pleasure will conspire 
For your success. Her rage, say what she may, 
Will not for long refuse to mount a throne. 

The master of her fortunes, you will be 
Lord of her heart.* But tell me, have you seen 
The Victor ? For what treatment may we look 
From him ? What said he P 
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TAXILES. 

Sister, I liaTe seen 

Your Alexander. Such a youthful grace 
Met my first glance, as seem’d to falsifjr 
ThcP number of his feats; my thoughts, I own, 
Daidd not connect such great renown with one 
So young; but on that brow heroic pride 
Was stamp’d ; his fiery eye and n<^le port 
Told me ’twas Alexander, for his face 
Infallibly proclaims ^ow great his soul; 

And, with a presehce that supports his claims. 
His eye is no less potent to command 
Than is his arm. His glAr^ dazzled me, 

Fresh from the field ; and m his smile I read 
Success. Oil seeing me, his pride foi^ot,* 

He made his goodness evident instead. 

'rhe triumph of the victor could not hide 
The lover’s tenderness. “ Return,” he said. 
Prepare your sister’s lovely eyes to see 
A conqueror wto lays his victory 
And heart before her feet.” 

He follows close. 

No more. I leave you mistress of your fate, 

To you entrust the conduct of my own. 

CLEOPHILA. 

If t have pow’r, you shall keep yours intact. 

^1.11 Mhdl obey you, if the Conqueror’s ear 
^ 1 ? mine. * 

TAXILBB. 

I go then. See, he comes himself. 


Scene 4. 

Alexander, Taxiles, Cleophila, Hephbsbtion. 

ALEXANDER. • 

Go, my HephEBstion. Porus must be found ; 

Tate him alive, and spare the vanquish’d all. 
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Scene 5. 

Alexander, Taxiles, Oleophila. 

ALEXANDER (to TAXILES). 

'Is it then true, Sir, a misguided queen 

Prefers th« valour of a 4ieadstrong king 

To you ? Bui fear him not, his realms are yours; 

You have a prize to offer that may sw.iv 

Hef passion. Sovereign qjf two kingdoms, hers 

Is in your hands. Go, with your vows present 

Three crowns. 

TAXILES. 

You are too generous. Tis too much 

ALEXANDER. 

At leisure you may thank me for my care. 

Qto where Love calls you now; nay, linger'not; 

And let the palm of victory crown your flame. 


Scene 6 . 

Alexander, Oleophila. 

ALEXANDER. 

« 

Madam, his love shall have my Arm support. 

May I have nought, who can do all for him ? 

So lavish of the fruits of victory 

Toward him, shall I have pothing for myself. 

But barren fame ? Sceptres restored or giv’n 
Into your hands, friends crown’d with mine own bays, 
The honours I have won rain’d on their heaxls. 

All show to other conquests I aspire. 

Did I not promise you my strong right arm 
Should soon to yoUr sweet presence bring me nigh ? 
Foi^t not. Madam, that you promised then 
To me a olane within vonr heart. I come. 
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The pow*T of liOve has fought on my behalf* 

And Victdiy has herself redeem'd my word. 

When all around you see si^^ued* 'tis time 
To yield yourself. Say* would your heart withdraw 
The pledge it gave ? Can it alone escape 
The Qpnqueror of to-day* who seeks but that ? 

CliEOPHinA. ' 

My heart is not so stem as to remain 
Invincible, when albeUbe owns your will. 

1 pay due honour to the glorious strength 
That holds a hundred nations at your feet. 

To conquer India was your easiest task; 

The firmest courage you inspire with dA?ad* 

And* when you will* your kindness in its turn 
Will touch with gratitude the hardest hearts. 

But ah* my lord, that valour and that grace 
Oft wake within me trouble and alarm; 

I fear lest you, ccDitented to have gain’d 
* My heart* should leave it in distress to pine* 

I That, heedless of the passion you arous<^, 

I Your soul should scorn conquest so lightly woi 
: liOve lasts not long with heroes like yourself* 

[ But glory ever has trans[K>rting charms ; 

! And, *mid your amorous sighs* it well may be 
^ To conquer still is all that you desire. 

AIiEXANDEB. 

.How little can you know the ardent love 
That wings those sighs u irh which I turn to yi 
At other times* I own, amidst my droojis* 

My heart has panted only for renown ; 

Peoples and kings* subdued beneath my sw4ay. 
Alone seem'd worthy objects of concern. 

Persia's fair dames, presented to my sight* 

N^o better than her kings could vanquish pie ; 

Uly heart* arm’d with disdain against their sh 
^fused to render homage to their charms; 
mvincible* 'twas glory it adored ; 

H 
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To Xiove insensible, it deem’d its loss 
Felicity, tiD your dear tyrant eyes 
Indicted a ne'vir wound witbin ^y heart. 

The pride of victoiy is its aim no more, 

But glad it is to boast its own defeat; 

Blest if your eyes, melting in tenderness, 

Own in their turn the conquest they have won ! 

Why will you always <^oubt their victory, 

Always reproach me with my warrior bays,* 

As tho* the pleasing fetters you impose 
Were form’d to bind none but ignotie^ouls ? 

On strange new exploits T am bent, to show 
The pow’r of Love on Alexand'er’s heart. 

This arm of mine, pledged to your service now, 

Has to maintaiil ymir honour with my own; 

The trump of Fame shall tell in martial notes 
Of nations to our world as yet unknown, 

And there to you shall altars rise, where none 
Are raised by savage hands to gods themselves. 

CLEOFHILA. 

Yes, thither Victory will follow you. 

Your captive, but I have my doubts if Love 
Will do the same. So many seas between 
May wash my image from your memory. 

When Ocean bears you on his stormy waves, 

The whole world vanquish’d,—when that day arrives, 
Wlien you shall see all monarchs at«your knees 
Lie prostrate, and Earth, trembling, hold her peace 
Before you, will you think how a young Quteu 
Unceasingly regrets you, in the heart 
Of her far distant realm% and calls to mind 
How sweetly you assured her of your love ? 

ALEXANDER. 

What! Think you then that, mruel to myself 
1 can abandon he^ so lare a prize 
Of beauty ? Or will you yourself refuse 
The throne of Asia that X offer you P 
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OLEOPBIIUL 

My lord, you know that on my brother's will 
My own depends. 

ALEXANDER. 

, Ah! if my happiness 

Is in his hands, all India, to his nod 
Submissive, soqu for me shaJl intereede. 

CLEOPHILA. 

My love for him is lEree from selfish taint. 

Soothe, 1 implore you, an offended Queen; 

Nor.let a rival who this has braved 
Your anger, prove more fortunate thai\he, 

ALEXANDER. 

A noble rival Porus was, indeed; 

Never such valour won my high regard. 

I saw him where.the battle raged; we met; 

Nor shunn’d he that encounter; each one sought 
The other. And so fierce a rivalry 
Our quarrel would have soon decided, when 
Some troops that came between us made our strokes 
Fall indiscriminate amongst the throng. 


Scene 7. 

Alexander, Cleophila, Heph^stion. 

ALEXANDER. 

'Well, have they brought that rasb» misguided Prince ? 

HEFHASTION. 

All places have been search’d, but all as yet 
In vain, look as they may; his flight or ^eath 
Conc^ls the captive monarch from their^eyes. 

But in their flight a remnant of his troops. 
Surrounded, stay’d further pursuit awhile. 

And seem disposed to sell their lives lull dear. 



100 ^ * BAcnrs’s works. [act it, 

AliEXAUrDEB. 

Bisann but do not driye them to despair. 

Our task must be to bend this stubborn Queen, 

And thereby. Madam, for mj passion win 
Your brother’s favour, and since on his peace 
Hy own depends, let us make that secure. 


ACT IT. 

Sbene 1. 

• 

Axiaka. 

Am I to hear theSe ^outs of victory 
For ever ringing glory to my foes, 

Beproach to me ? And may I not, at least. 

Hold solitary converse with my woes ? 

Incessantly pursued by one 1 hate, 

I care not for my life, try what they may • 

To make me love it; while close watch they keep. 
But, Porus, ne’er believe I can be stopp’d 
"^From following thee. Doubtless thy heart refused 
T’ outlive thy star: vain all their arm’d pursuit, 
Tliine efforts would thy presence have betray’d, 

So they must look for thee amongst the dead. 

Alas, when thou didst leave me, and thy love 
Flooded thine heart, these ills that crush me now 
Seem’d tfien foreseen; when into mine thine eyes 
Gazed fondly, and besought to know thy place 
Within my heart. Of failure on the field 
Thou didst not reck; ’twas love that caused thy fear. 
Why did I hide with ma^y a subterfuge 
A secret which to know not vex’d thy peace ? 

How oft thine eyes, making resistance weak. 

Almost compelled my silence to give way! 

How oft, responsive to thy strong desire 
E’en in thy presence heartfelt sighs escaped! 

But still I sought \o doubt thy victory; 

As Glory’s incense to myself explain’d 

Those sighs; and fancied that nought else 1 loved. 
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Forgive I to-day I feel I loved but thee! 

Aa many a time before, I ovm it now. 

Glory p 08 se 88 *d my soul, 1|at 1 refrain'd 
From telling, as I ought, that it was thou 
Didst fix my homage. Her I leam’d to know 
Thr<f seeing thee, and, ardent as I was. 

Seen in another should have loved her less. 

But, ah, what.boots it to vent useless sighs 
Thou canat no longer hear, lost in the void ? 

*Tis time my soul, d|scending to the tomb. 

Should pledge the* love for whi^h thou long didst yearti 
In vain, and, as a seal of faithfulness. 

Show that this heart canitot survive its loss. 

Oanst thou suppose that I could wish to live 
The Conqueror’s captive, to whose will thy death 
Delivers us ? I know he means to come 
To speak with me; and, giving back my throne, 

Thinks to console me, thinks my hatred quell’d 
May serve for trophy of his clemency. 

Ay, let him come, and he shall see me die 
A monarch to the last, worthy of thee! 


’ Scene 2. 

Alexanbeb, Axiana. 

AXIANA. 

• 

Well, Sire! and do you find some secret joy 
In seeing tears your arms have forced to flow ? 
Or is it that you grudge me, in my fall, 
Freedom to weep, alone with mj^ery ? 

ALEXAWDBB. 

Your grief shall be as free as it is just: 
Madam, you mourn a Prince magnanimous. 

1 was his foe, but need not therefore blame 
The tears devoted to the hero’s death. * 

Fre to her borders India saw me come. 

His brilliant virtues made him known to me, 
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[act rr. 


Conspicuous among Earth’s greatest kings; 

I knew— 

AXIA1|A. 

Why came you then with fierce attack. 
What led you from the world’s remotest bounds 
In search of virtue to make war thereon ? 

Can signal merit burst upon your sight, 

And only move your pAde to persecute ? f 

ALEXANDER, c 

r • 

Tes, I sought Porus; but; whate’er be said, 

1 did not seek in order to destroy. 

I own that, burning with ambitious fire, 

1 was attracted hither by his fame. 

And but to hear he was invincible 
Made my heart eager for fresh enterprise. 

Whilst I was dreaming that on me alone. 

For many a gallant fight, all eyes were set, 

I saw the valour of this warrior spread, • 

Till Fame between us held her balance poised. 
When from his arm increasing terrors flew, 

• India to me seem’d to present a field 
Deserving my best efiorts, for I tired 
Of kings too feeble to resist, and heard 
With joy of such a brave and gallant foe 
To whet my courage. So I came to seek 
Glory and danger. Far did he surpass 
All 1 had heard, and Victory, before 
So constant, almost left my side to join 
Your ranks. The least success was hardly won; 
And Porus, when he lost a battle, saw 
His glory grow yet great^ in defeat, 

A fall so noble but exalts his fame, 

Hot to have fought would vex his spirit more. 

AXIANA. 

Alas I that he, in patriotic zeal. 

Felt bound to cast away all care for life; 

For, harass’d and betray’d on every side, 
Headlong he charged a multitude of foes. 



103 


SCENE 2.] JLLEXANBBB THE CBEAT. 

But were it true his warlike ardour dred 
Tour soil!, and showed an open path to fame, 

Why with unworthy weap^s did you fight ? 

Were you obliged with cunning to oppose 
Couiage; to wait upon another’s wiU 
For his defeat, and mar your fair renown ? 

Triumph; but be assured that in his heaii: 

Already Taxiles disputes with you • , 

The conqueror^B glorious name, and with some show 
Of justice; but for him, the traitor boasts, 

You would have wen*no bays. This soothes my smarl^ 
To see your glory shared by such as he. 

« 

ALEXANDEB. 

• • 

Your passion vainly strives to smirch my fame, 

I ne’er was known to steal a victory; 

And none can say that I subdue my foes 
Not with the sword, but guile and stratagem, 

The coward’s arts. Outnumber’d everjrwhere. 

Yet never have I deign’d to hide myself. 

Or owe my triumph to an ambuscade; 

But in the light of day I fight and win. 

With genuine grief I mourn your country’s fate; 

I would have spared your princes a defeat. 

Had they but follow’d my advice and wish, 

I would have saved them, or have fought them both. 
Believe me. 

AXIANA. 

Yes, vou are invincible: 

Is’t not enough that all is in your pow’r ? 

Why must you cast so many kings in chains ? 

Make with impunity the whole world groan ? 

What had so many captured cities done ? 

Why is Hydaspes cumber’d with our dead ? 

What have I done to cause the overthrow 
Of him who could alone attract my eye ? 

Did he invade your borders, deluge Greece 

With blood ? What nations have been Iroused by us 

To rage and opposition against you ? 

Your glory we admired, we grudged it not. 
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Charmed with each other, with our thrones contei^t, 

We look’d to find a happier lot than yours: 

The only conquest Porus wish’^ to win 

Was o’er a heart that might have own’d him lord 

This day. Were his the only blood you shed, 

That crime your only title to reproach, 

Would it not mar your happiness to feel 
You came |o far to snap so fair a tie ^ 

Between our hearts ? Nay, flatter not your soul, 

You are a tyrant, nothing else. 

ALfiXANDEB. 

*I see 

Your purpose, I^adam; to proToke my wrath 
To rise against you with outrageous taunts. 

You hope, perchance, my kindness, tried too far, 

May violate its former character. 

But, if your virtue could exert no spell, 

The conqueror is disarm’d to your attack 
Compassion moves me, e’en against your will, 

And I respect you in your deep distress. 

It is this trouble that distorts your sight, 

^So that a hateful tyrant I appear: 

Else would you own, the glory of my arms 
Has not been always stain’d with blood and tears. 

And you would see— 

A VTA 'wr I 

Can I help seeing them, 

Those virtues which embitter my despair ? 

Have I not seen your triumphs everywhere 
Free from the insolence that stings the brave ? 

Scythians and Persians se^ 1 not well pleased 
To bear your yoke, and vaunt your clemency. 

Eager to guard your person, and supplant 
Your people in a charge so coveted ? 

But what does it avail the heart you wound 
Evexywhere else to hear your goodness praised f 
Can you expect my* hatred to be soothed. 

Because the hand that tortures me is kiss’d 
« By others ? Can the kings that you have help’ 
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Nations content to senre jou, give me back 
Penis P *No, Sire; mj hatred is increased 
By others* love, e’en tho’ i^yself compell’d 
To admiration; Earth’s united voice 
Shall not dictate to me, tho’ none be found 
To share my hatred. 

ALEXANBEB. 

I excuse the wrath 

That springs from love, yet well may be surprised. 

If common rumoui }fe,s reported right, 

Poms no special favour won from you. 

Wavering in choice ’tweei^Taxiles and him; 

Whilst he yet lived, your heart refused to speak, 

But, when he can no longer hear your»voifce, 

Now, for the first time, you declare for him! 

Think you that, conscious of your new-boni flame. 
E’en in the tomb he claims it for himself P 
Load not yourself with unavailing grief. 

Cares more important summon you elsewhere. 
Sufficient tribute to his memory 
Your tears have paid. Beign, with fresh lustre shine, 
And, to your stricken heart restoring peace, 
Strengthen your realms, sore shaken by his fall; 
Choose them a master from so many kings: 

Deeper in love than ever, Taxiles— 


The traitor! 


AXIANA. 


ALEXANDEB. 

Prithee take a milder tone; 

He bears no stain of treason against you. 
Lord of his own dominions, he resolved 
To shield them from the thunderbolt of war ; 
No oath, no duty bound him to leap down 
Into the gulf where Porus chose to plunge. 
Think, it is Alexander, he himself. 

That cares t* advance your lover’s happiness; 
Think how, united by so just a choice, 

Indus shall with Hydaspes own your sway. 
All shoB be easy, when your interests 
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Ate mf concern and closely joined with tbose 
(X Taxiles. 

He comes. I do i^t wish 
My presence to embarrass him. His voice 
Will best explain what, utter’d by my lips. 
Seems to offend. Lovers like solitude: 

’Wtlt i I* J 1 'J 


Scene 3. 

AxiaiTA, Taxilbs. 


Mighty King, draw near, 

Great Monarch of the Indus; you have had 
Your praise sung here, and I have been rebuked 
For anger against one who, it is said. 

Would please me if he could, whose love is warm’< 
By my cold treatment; I am urged forsooth 
To love you in return. Know you the task 
Which I would set you,—how to touch my heart ? 
And are you ready— 

TAXILES. 

Madam, only prove 

What pow’r so sweet a hope has o’er my heart. 
Wlpit m^st I do ? 

AXIAEA. 

He who would win my loi 
Must be in love with glory, as am I, 

Interpret vows into fine ^ats of arms. 

And hate, as 1 do, Alexander’s name; 

Into the midst of terrors he must march 
Fearless; must fight and conquer, or be slain. 
Compare yourself with Poms, and decide 
Which of the two is worthier of me. 

Yes, Sir, my hearf, that seem’d to be in doubt. 
Knew well the difference between a King 
And a base slave. 1 loved him, and I love. 



80XKB 3.] AXSZAXSBB THB aXEAT. t 10^ 

Since jealous Fate forbids him to enjoy 
The sweet confession, I have chosen you 
As witness. Ever shall my tears revive 
!Sis memory, and you shalT see me place 
My«only pleasure left in telling you 
Of Mm. 


TAXILES. 

In vmn my ardour seeks to warm 
A soul as cold as ic^ Porus has set 
His deathless image there. Should I confront 
Orim Death to please you, I should please you not, 
Unless I perisnd, nor can— 

AXIANA. 

My esteem 

May be regain'd; wash out in foemen’s blood 
Your crime. Lo I Fortune smiles; the hero’s Shade 
Gathers his scatter’d troops beneath his flag, 

And seems the only pow'r that can arrest 

Their flight; yours too, ashamed of your commands, 

Wear on their brows wrath and repentance writ 

For all to read. Add fuel to the fire 

Which now consumes them; and to us restore 

Our Freedom, that begins to breathe again; 

Be the defender of your throne and mine. 

And let not Porus wait to find an heir. 

You answer nothing.* By your face I see 
You lack the courage for so grand a scheme; 

Th* ei^ample of a hero calls in vain; 

You hug your chains. Leave me, and live a slave! 

« 

TAXILES. 

This is too much! Madam, do you forget 
That, if you force me to it, I may use 
The Master’s tone, provoked by your contempt 
Beyond endurance. All you have is mine. 

And, since my homage but inflames your pride, 

1 shall be able— 
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AXIANA. ( 

Yes, I know it well. 

I am your prisoner, and you fain would make 
My wishes captive too, till to your sighs 
My heart responds. Gk>od! Oast away that mask 
of irksome mildness, terrors be your aid, 

Speak witl^ the tyrant’^ tongue, ready to sting, 

Try all you can, I cannot hate you more; * 

Peal not, I pray you, in mere idle threats. 

Your sister comes, to prompt you ifi your part. 

Farewell. Her counsels and my wishes tend 
To the same goal, and you will kelp me soon 
To follow Porus. 

TAXILFS. 

Nay, but rather— 


Scene 4. 

Taxiles, Oleoprila. 

CLEOPHILA. 

Leave 

This thankless Queen, sworn to disturb our peace 
With deathless hate, who makes of your despair 
Her sole delight. Forget— 

TAXILES. 

No, in my heart 

Her image is enshrined; 1 worship her. 

Tho’ all my sighs meet ceaseless enmity, 

In spite of your persuasion, her disdain. 

Against my will, her must I ever love. 

Nor need her wrath surprise us ; you and I 
Have giv’n her cause enough. Ah! but for you, 
And your ill counsel which has been my curse, 

I should be now, il loved not, less abhorr’d; 

Ay, but for you, defended by my care. 

My love with that of Porus she might weigh 
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#■<1 

In doubt; and would not tbat b© happiness. 

To makcf her for a moment hesitate ? 

1 can no longer live beneath her scorn ; 

1 must fall humbly at her %ruel feet. 

Or lain with speed to execute her wrath, 

Tho*«aim'd at Alexander or at you. 

I know the ardour of your mutual flame. 

But ’tis too much to sacrifice my p^ace 
For yours, forget myself to give you joy; 

Nay, all must perish,_ may 1 but be blest. 

OLEOPHILA. 

Go then, and to the battla>field return; 

Let not the flame die down that fires you now; 

Why lingers this inconstant courage here*? 

Haste to the conflict: Porus waits for you. 

TAXILES. 

Is Porus living ? Has he then appear'd ? 

OLEOPHILA. 

Yes, his tremendous strokes too well attest 
’Tis he. What happen’d he foresaw: his death 
Being noised abros^ held back the Conqueror’s arm. 
Too credulous. He hither comes to wake 
Their slumbering valour, triumph premature 
To check, and, doubt it not, with love and rage 
Inflamed, to seize his mistress, or be slain 
Before her eyes. NsHy more, seduced by her. 

Your camp breaks out in murmurs, well prepared 
To follow Porus. Go, like a generous swain. 
Succour your rival loved so tenderly I 
Farewell. 


Scene 5. 

Taxiles. 

Ha! Bent upon my ruin. Fate 
Calls back my dangerous rival from the grave. 
Again shall he behold those eyes whose tears 
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[act V- 


V 

liim, and dead preferr’d him yet to me. 
*Tis move 'than I can bear! Let me but see 
What Fortune offers, and with whom shall rest 
The glorious prize; nor will I iAy watch 
The issue from afar, in feeble wrath. 


• ACT V. 

Scene 1. 

Alexander, Oleophila. 

ALEXANDER. 

What! Fear’d you Porus after his defeat. 

My victory imperfect in your eyes ? 

No, no; my captive could not me escape. 

Trapp’d by my orders, taken in the tons, 

Bread him no longer; rather pity him. 

CLEOPHILA. 

I fear him most, when most he pity claims. 

Brave as he was, the fame he won in war 
Troubled my mind far less than does his fall. 
While at his back a mighty army march’d, 
Theirtexploits and his own alarm’d me not. 

But now, unfortunate, a King discrown’d, 
Henceforth he will be ranged among your friends. 

ALEXANDER. 

No right has Porus now to such a place; 

For Alexander’s hatred he has sou^t 
Too far. He knows how loath I was to strike, 
But when 1 did, ’twas with as fierce a hate 
As he could wish. A warning shall he be 
To aB the world. On him must I avenge 
The ills that war has wrought, to prevent which 
Was in his pow’r. ’Tis his own act that brings 
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SCENE l.J 


Its punisliTneBt. Twice conquer’d, and bjr you 
Hated—* 


CL^PHILA. 


I cannot say I hate him. Sire; 

An<f«were t free to hearken to the voice 
Of his misfortunes that appeal to me, 

I’d tell you he was greatest of our j)rinces; 

His arm was long the stay of all our States ; 

He wish’d, perhaps, in marching against you, 

To show at least thaf he deserved to fall 
Under no stroke but yours, that the same field 
Might bring renown to bc^h, and link his name 
With Alexander’s, But such warm defence 
Would wound my brother, and destroy his hopes. 
So long as Poms lives, what can he be ? 

Buin must needs be his, and mine as well 
It may be; for his love, obtaining nought. 

Will hold me guilty, fit for punishment. 

E’en now your heart is fluttering for new flights 
Of conquest thro’ the world. "V^en I shall see 
The Ganges roll his flood ’tween you and him, 
Who will restrain my brother’s unjust wrath ? 

My lonely soul will languish, far from you. 

Alas ! Should he condemn my sighs to cease. 
What would become of this poor heart of mine. 
The Conqueror to whom I gave it gone ? 


• ALEXANDEB. 

Madam, enough; if you have giv’n your heart, 
’Tis mine, command your brother as he will, 

To guard more safely than those vanquish’d lands 
Which I have kept only to offer^you. 

One conquest more; then, dearest, I return. 
Thenceforth my sole ambition to be king 
Over your soul, and yet myself obey, 

Placing within your hands my destiny, 

And tJl mankind’s. Beady to bear my*yoke, 

Tim Mallian awaits me, at the verge 
Of ocean, where I need but show myself 
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As conqueror of tHe world and of your heart, 
When Uie proud element— 


cleophiSa. 

What! War on war ? 

Seek you for subjects e*en beyond the Earth ? 

And lands to their inhabitants unknown, 

Must they bear witness to your brilliant deeds ? 

What foes do you expect *neath skies so rude ? 

They will oppose you with their deserf wastes, 

Sunless and solitary, where Nature’s self 
Seems to expire. And there, perchance, ma^^ Eate 
In ambush lie to seize you, yenting thus 
The secret enyy that#has tried in vain 
To cloud your grand career, resolved at least 
That dumb Forgetfulness shall dig your grave. 

Must you drag, then, the remnants of a host 
That twenty times has perish’d, twenty times 
Has been renew’d ? A hundred battle-fields 
Have swallow’d half the troops you lately led; 

Those that survive claim pity, and their groans— 

ALEXANDER. 

I have but to prepare them for their march, 

And they will follow me with hearts revive^ 

Howe’er they murmur in an idle camp, 

Andc'coun^ their wounds; soon they will blame them 
selves, 

And beg me to expose them to fresh blows. 

Let me meanwhile support your brother’s suit: 

His rival can no longer cross his love. 

Have 1 not spoken ? An<f again I say— 

CLEOPHILA. 

Here comes the Queen, my lord. 
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Alexander, Axiana, Oleophila. 

ALEXANDER. 

, Well; Potus lives. 

Madam, it seems that Heav’n has heai*d your prayers, 
And giv’n him back tofyou. 

AXIANA. 

» 

Nay, rather say. 

Takes him for ever from me. Nor can kop& 

Allay my present pain. His death before 
Was doubtful, now 'tis sure. He dares the worst, 

To see me once again, or give me help, 

Helpless himself, alone against a host. 

In vain his gallant efforts caused alarm 
At first; in vain a few brave warriors, nerved 
By his bold courage, scared the victor’s camp. 

He must succumb, and valiant to the last. 

Fall on the heaps of slain that bar his way. 

Oh, could I only, making my escape, 

Show myself there, and die before his eyes! 

But Taxiles, the traitor, holds me fast. 

And goes himself meanwhile to feast his eyes 
Upon his rival’s blood, and see him lie 
Low in the arms of D^th, if so he dare 
To meet him. 

ALEXANDER. 

Madam, by my car# his life 
I Is saved; and soon shall his return content 
I Tour heart’s desire. You shall see him. 

AXIANA. 

What! 

Can your care reach to him, and shall the arm 
^That crush’d him be his stay, the conqueror’s hand 
^ive safety ? Yet, what wonder is too great, 
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lU 

Issumg from such a source? I call to mind <• 
How that YOU said you hold the vanquish’d foe 
^ A foe no longer, and that Por$s was 
Never your foe at all; that glory arm’d 
Yourself and him alike, him prompt to try 
His courage against yours, you to attack 
But not destroy. 

^ 'ALEXANDER. 

The soom that braved my wrath 
Doubtless deserves a conqueror moil severe; 

His pride in falling seems to gather strength. 

But I have ceased to be his enemy, 

And cast off hatred when I drop that name. 

Of his reward dhall Taxiles be judge. 

To ruin or to spare, as seems lum best. 

In short it is to him you must appeal. 

AXIANA. 

What! go and beg for mercy at Kia feet 1 
Sent to make proof how kind is Taxiles! 

If Porus must solicit such support, 

Surely your hatred has decreed his death: 

’Twas his destruction after all you sought. 

How easily a generous soul is duped! 

Too credulous and ready to forget. 

Virtues in you I praised which were not yours, 
A**m yQurself then, my lord, with cruelty, 

As a mere butcher end your grand*career! 

And, having raised so many fallen foes. 

Destroy the one whom most you sought to spare. 

iLEXANDEB. 

Strange love for Porus yours, that will not stoop 
To save his life, but scorns my proffer’d boon. 

And brands me as a jealous h^ocrite! 

Well, if he dies, accuse yourseli alone. 

I see him coming, and shall learn his will; 

His judgment Porus shall himself pronounce. 
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Poi^us, Alexandbb, Axiaba, Clbophila, Hephjcstiob, 

Alexandek*s Guards. 

ALEXANDER* 

Well» Porus» so your pride has borne its fruit! 

Where is the fair sucisess that lured you on ? 

Tour soaring spirit is at last cast down. 

Offended majesty a victim claims: 

Nothing can save you. * 

Yet will I onc^ more 
Offer a pardon many times refused. 

This queen rebels against my clemency, 

Thinks constancy more predous than your life; 

Would have you die without a moment’s doubt, 

So long as to the tomb you bear the name 
Of her true lover. Pay not such a price 
For boast so vain. Live, and let Taxiles 
Be happy. 

POBUS. 

Taxiles! 


ALEXANDER. 

Yes. 

POBUS. 

I approve 

Your care so well bestow’d. What he has done 
For you deserves no less. ’Twa#he that snatch’d 
Victory from me, gave you his sister, sold 
His honour, me betray’d. What can you do 
One service out of all to recompense ? 

But I already have forestall’d your care; 

Gk), see him die upon the battle field. 


Taxiles! 


ALEXANDER. 
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CLBOPRILA. 

Wliat is this P 

HEPHiBSTION’. 

Yes, Sire, he’s dead. 

Haying himself tempted the stroke of Fate. 

Porus, thc^* yanquish’distill surrender scorn’d. 

And seem’d attacker rather than attack’d. * 

His soldiers, fallen, wounded to the ^eath, 

Shelter’d him with their bodies where ttiey lay; 

And there, as if within a fort enclosed, 

’Gainst our whole host he biayedy stood at bay. 

And with an arm that fear and slaughter dealt. 

Our boldest warrioi% foiling, held his post. 

I meant to spare him; bis fast failing strength 
Would soon have placed his life within my pow’r. 
When to the fatal field rush’d Taxiles: 

“ Let be,” he cried, “ I claim this captive mine. 
Porus, your hour is come, and death is sure. 

Perish, or yield the Queen to me.” 

He spoke. 

And Porus, at that voice rekindling rage. 

Lifted an arm wearied with many a blow. 

While with his eye he sought him, proud and calm: 

Is that the faithless Taxiles 1 hear. 

That traitor to his country,” he exclaim’d, 

T^his lyistress, and to meP Come, coward, come! 
Yes, Axiana’s yours, my prize I yield,— 

But your stout arm must take my life as well! 
Approach I ” 

Thereat th’ enfuriate rivals rush’d 
To deadly conflict. We, sls best we could, 

To their encounter all our force opposed. 

But Porus carves a passage thro* our ranks. 

Meets Taxiles, and with a single thrust 
Pierces his heart; then, satisfied, his sword 
Surrendei’s. 

* CLEOFHILA. 

For my brother I must weep; 

On me, my lord, your arms with all their weight 
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Have fapen. Vainly souglit he your support; 

Alas» your glory has but wrought his death. 

Can Alexander’s friendshiji help him now ? 

But will you see him to the grave descend 
All unavenged, while his assassin boasts 
Befot'e his sister’s eyes and yours, my lord? 

AXXANA. 

Let Alexander to her tears attend. 

She has my sympai^h^, for with good cause 
She mourns a brother, whom she strove in vain 
To save, by making him a^coward first. 

It was not Porus who attack’d, ’twas he, 

The traitor, that confronted his just wrath. 

Why in the battle’s tumult did he mix ? 

Came he to snatch him from the conqueror’s grasp? 

Nay, but when all was lost to overwhelm 
A Hng who from his victors won respect ? 

But why deprive you of a pretext, urged 
So plausibly ? Her brother has been slain 
By Porus; ’tis enough; with generous blood 
Appease his ghost, and so avenge yourself. 

But I too share his crime. Yes, Porus, yes. 

My heart is yours, as Alexander knows ; 

Your rival knew it to his cost; from you 
Alone I kept it. The last joy I feel 
Is to declare it to yourself. 

P0BT78. 

’Tis time 

That Alexander should be satisfied. 

Pear Porus, who tho’ vanquish’d yet could do 
As you have heard, who, by your troops hemm’d in, 
Eevenged defeat, whose name can raise fresh foes, 

And wake from sleep a hundred fetter’d kings; 

Quench in my blood these dangerous sparks of war. 

Then go, an(£ safely conquer all the earih 
That’s left. But think not that a heart Ulce mine 
Can thank a conqueror, and forego its rights. 

Speak, and, without expecting me to soil 



118 " 


». 'f f 


BJLCUni’S W0BX8. 


LAOT V. 


My lionour, let us see how you can use 
Your victory. 

ALBZANDEB. 

Is that proud spirit still 
Unbroken, Porus ? And will your last breath 
Be spent m threat'ning words? Victory herself 
Must fear such pride; lyour name is stiU worth ntore 
Than armUs; I must take security. 

Tell me then how to treat you. 

POEUS. 

* Like a king. 

ALEXANDER. 

Well, like a king's then shall your treatment be; 

I will not leave my victory incomplete; 

*Tis your own wish, nor will you raise complaint. 
Porus, reign on; I give you back your orown; 

And, with my friendship, Aziana take; 

To welcome bonds I thus condemn you both. 

Live both, and reign; alone of many kings. 

Par as the Ganges* bonks your rule extend. 

(to CLEOPHILA.) 

Such treatment. Madam, may surprise you; but 
*Ti8 thus that Alexander wreaks revenge. 

I love yeu, and my heart, touch’d by your sighs. 
With your displeasure would not weigh the lives 
Of thousands. But a gallant warrior's death, 
Disarm’d and captive, would yourself offend: 

Porus would triumph in a bold contempt 
For all my harshness, aifff to th’ grave descend 
Victorious. Let me end as I began. 

And bring you generosity unstain’d 
As my best gift. Let Porus take his crown 
Eestored by me; and you yourself shall reign 
O’er all the world besides. Grace well the throne 
With goodness as with beauty; make vour sway 
Noble as well as brilliant from the first; 

And let a sisteris anger be forgot. 
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AXIANA. 

Yes, M9>dain, reign •, and suffer me t* esteem 
The greatness of the Hero ^ho has giT'n 
His ^eart to you. Love him, and see the world 
Ador^ him; prize so sweet a privilege. 

POBUS. 

Sire, until now, the dread of all mankind 
Forced me t’ admire t|ie fortune of your arms: 
But ’mid the widesbread terror 1 could see 
In you no virtues that surpass’d my own. 

I bow submissive now, and own myself 
Vanquish’d by one whose magnanimity 
Equ^s his valour. Go, subdue the wdtld 
To your obedience; it shall see me lend 
Support to all your exploits; I am yours. 

And will do all 1 can to give to it 
So great a master. 

OLEOPHILA. 

What can heart so sad 
As mine say to my lord ? Shall I repine 
Because to Porus Alexander deigns 
Both life and sceptre to restore P He knows 
What best becomes his glory. Press me not 
For furthur speech; in silence let me weep. 

•ALEXANDER. 

Yes, Madam, I too mourn a faithful friend; 
A.nd fervent sorrow finds relief in sighs; 

A splendid tomb shall tell a future age 
Of my remembrance and of yourcegret. 




ANDROMACHE- 

A TRA.GKJ>Y. 




INTRODUtflON TO ANDROMACHE. 

I N this tragedy, which made its appearance in 1667, 
there is a more intricate plot thanks usual in Bacine’s 
plays, and it offers a greater variety of character and 
motive. Love, jealousy, friendship, conjugal fidelity, 
maternal tenderness, anger, and despair are all portray^ 
with skilful touches; and if the language is that of the 
French Court of the seventeenth centuiy, the natural 
emotions of the human heart, the same in all ages, show 
themselves plainly under the mask of conventional man¬ 
nerism. 

Racine has taken the subject of his drama from the 
third book of Yirgil’s **.Xneid,” 11. 291-822, and the 
** Andromache” of Euripides, but has modified the ancieut 
tradition so far as to make Hectoris son Astyanax the 
object of the heroine’s solicitude, instead of Molossus, the 
fruit of her subsequ^t union with Pyrrhus. 



CHARACTERS. 

AMDROMAq^B, Widow of Hector^ Captive of Pyrrhus, 
Ptrbhus, Son %f AchUles, King of Epirus^ 

OBB8TB8, Son of Agamemnon, 

Hbruionb, Daughter of Helen, brtrofhed to Pyrrkm, 
PruLDBS, Friend of Orests. 

Clbomb, Friend of Hermione. 

Cbpiiissa, Friend of Andromache, 

Ph<bmix, Tutor of Aehillee, and afteruxirde qf Pyrrhus, 
Attendants Orestes. 


The scene is laid at Butbrotam, a town of Epirus, in a hall at 

the Palace of Pyrrhus. 



ANDROMACHE. 

A. TRAGEDY, 

,^CT I. 

Scene 1. 

Orestes, Ptlades. 

ORESTES. 

Yes, since I find again a friend so true. 

My fortune ’gins to wear another face ; 

Already seems her wrath to hare been soothed. 
Permitting us to meet each other here. 

Who would haye thought that this detested coast 
Would first present you to Orestes’ eyes; 

And, lost six months and more, you sho^d be found 
Where in Epirus Pyrrhus holds his court ? 

PYI.ADES. 

Thanks be to Heav'n, that has detain’d my stei>s 
So oft, and seem’d to shut me out from Greece, 

Since that disastrous day when ninds and waves 
Scatter’d our vessels almost in the sight 
Of this Epirus. How I mourn’d and wept. 

Myself an exile, for Orestes’ fate; 

^Dreading for him ever some danger new. 

Some sorrow that my friendship could not share ! 

That melancholy most of all I fear’d 

Which 1 have seen so long your soul o’ercloud; 

I fear’d that Heav’n might grant you cruel aid. 
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Atx^ offer wliat you ever sought,—a tomb. . 

But nour I see you, and, if 1 may dare 
^o say it, happier fortune brin^ you here i 
This stately train that on your steps attends •' 
Looks not like that of wretch who seeks his death. 

OBESTES. 

Alas! WIio knows what fortune is my guide ? 
Love bids me seek a cruel mistress here; 

Bu} I am ignorant of Fate’s decrees, * • 

Whether ’tis life or death that I shall find. 

PYliADES. 

Is then your soul so*bound in slavery. 

That for Love’s sake alone you care to live ? 

What spell constrains you to those fires again. 

The tortures you have suffer’d all forgot ? 

Will she, who would not listen to your pray’rs 
At Sparta, in Epirus prove more kind ? 

Ashamed of having utter’d vows so vain. 

You should despise her; speak no more of her. 
Your words deceived me. 


OBESTES. 

I deceived myself. 

O’erwhelm not, friend, a wretch who clings to you: 
Hav^ I frpm you e’er hidden heart’s desire ? 

You knew my flame fresh born, my earliest sighs: 
When Menelaus pledged his daughter’s hand 
To Pyrrhus, the avenger of his race, 

You witness’d my despair; since then you’ve seen 
How I have dragg’d my cliains from sea to sea. 

I saw you, pitying my forlorn estate. 

Beady to follow me where’er I went; 

OhecMng my madness in its wild career, 

You saved me from myself from day to day. 

But when, distracted by my fears, 1 thought 
Hermione was lavisliing her charms 
On Pyrrhus, well you know how, fill’d with wrath, 
I strove to make forgetfulness repay 
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Her scorn. 1 made 50 U thinks and thought myself. 

The yicfbiy achieyed; deem'd passion changed 
To hatred, and, disparaging her charms, 

Abhorred her harshness, aid defied her eyes 
To raise the tender feelings I had crush’d. 

In that deceitful calm I came to Greece, 

And found her princes muster’d to withstand 
A danger, and no mean one, that appear'd 
Fraught with^resh troubles Eagerly I join’d* 

Their ranks, and ho^ed in war to find release 
From other cares,•that, former strength regain'd, 

Hy heart would lose all memory of love. 

But mark with me how persecuting Fate 
Entrapp’d me in the snare I thought to shun. 

On every side I heard murmurs and threats 
Baised against Pyrrhus from the whole of Greece, 
Complaining that, forgetful of his blood 
And promise, at his court he rears her foe, 

Astyanax, the young ill-fated son 

Of Hector, reUc of so mjny kings 

Buried 'neath Troy. To save the babe from death, 

Andromache, as 1 have heard, deceived 

Wily Ulysses, while another child, 

Tom from her arms, was slaughter'd in his stead. 

They say Hermione has fail'd to charm 
My rival, that elsewhere his heart and crown 
He offers. Menelaus, loath to trust 
The rumour, is sore vex’d at long delay. 

The cause of his displeasure is to me 
A source of secret triumph, yet at first 
I deem'd it but a feeling of revenge, 

A thought that flatter'd pride. But soon I found 
The fair tormentor had resumed her place 
Within my heart; the smouldenng fire revived, 

I felt my hatred melt and disappear. 

Or rather felt my love had never ceased. 

Soliciting support from all the Greeks, 

To Pyrrhus I was sent, and here I am. 

My mission is to try if I can wrest • 

This infant from his arms, who, while he lives. 

Brings fear to many. Happy shall I be, 
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If I can carry oH!, not Hector^s son, ^ 

Bui my princess! Nor fancy that my flame, 

Fann'd by repression, can extinguished be 
By any peril. All resistance piAved ^ 

To be in vain, I blindly yield myself ‘ 

To Ftoion’s sway; 1 Jove Hermione, 

Am come to win her, fly with her, or die. 

Pyrrhus you know; what think you will he do ? 

Tell me what passes in his court, and what * 

Within his heart. Still to Hermione ^ 

Is he enslave^ ? Will he restore the pri^e 
Of which he robb*d me ? 


PYLADES. 

Should I promise that, 

I should deceive you; not with his consent 
Shall she be yours. Not that he seems much pleased 
T’ have won her; Hector’s widow fires his heart 
With warmer passion, but she proves unkind. 

And hitherto has paid his love with hate, 

Tho* daily he attempts in every way 
To bind her stubborn will or rouse her fears. 

From her he hides her boy, threatens his life. 

Then fain would dry the tears he forced to flow. 
Hermione has seen a hundred times 
Her lover’s wrath submit to sue again. 

And offer humbly oft rejected vows. 

Wit]) trox^led sighs of mingled love and rage. 

You must not then expect that 1 can "tell 
Th’ emotions of a heart so ill controlled. 

In its distraction he may wed, perchance. 

The one he scorns, and lose the one he loves. 

OBESTXa. 

But tell me how Hermione beholds 

Her charms contemn’d, the marriage rites delay’d. 

, PTLADES. 

To all appearance she would seem, my lord, 

' Bisdainfm of her suitor’s fickleness, 
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4Bd tbinka t^at anxious to be reconciled^ 

He’ll soon entreat her to take back his heart. 

To me indeed she has her grief reveal’d; 

She moum| in secret his in<fifference; 

Bead§r to leave him. still she always stays. 

And sometimes calls Orestes to her aid. 

ORESTES. 

Ah, if I thought so, Pylades, full soon 
Would I go, cast mysfclf— 


PYLADES. 

• 

Fulfil your task; 

Wait on the King, and tell him that alh Greece 
Is banded against Hector’s son. So far 
From giving up the child of her he loves. 

TKeir hatr^ will but make his heart more fond; 
All efforts made to part them will the more 
Unite them. Urge your mission, and its end 
Must fail. He comes. 


ORESTES. 

Prepare her then to see 
A lover who comes hither but tor her. 


• Scene 2. 

Pyrrhus, Orestes, Ph(enix. 

ORESTES. ^ 

Ere by my voice all Greece addresses you, 
Uet me express my pleasure in her choice 
Of me, and at beholding face to face 
A<diilles’ offspring, conqueror of Troy. 

Yes, we admire your exploits like his own; 
Before him Hector fell, Troy before you ; " 
Your daring and success alike have shown 
Achilles* son alone can fill his place, 

1* K 
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But w^at he never would have done, irith j^in 
We see you do, giving unhappy Troy 
Ffeah pow*r to injure, letting pity move 
Tour heart with fatal touch, prolonging feud 
Already waged so long. Do you forget 
The might of Hector ? We remember still 
What blood he cost us; at his very name 
Widows aad orphans l^mble; not a home 
But calls for vengeance on this son of his, * 

For father or for husband lost thro* him. 

Who kaows what harm this child may*one day work ? 
Perchance he may come down upon our ports. 

As we have seen his sire do, biRm our ships, 

And, fire in hand, pursue them o*er the- waves. 

Sir, shall 1 dare to tell you what 1 think ¥ 

You fear what recompense your cares may meet, 

And lest this serpent, in your bosom nursed. 

May punish you one day for sheltering him. 

Be the desire of Greece then satisfied, 

Secure your life by wreaking her revenge ; 

Destroy a dangerous foe, who will on yoa 
Practise the sword hereafter to be used 
Against her. 


FTBBHUS. 

Greece aJarms herself too much 
On my behalf. By more important cares 
I thought her moved, and that such envoy brought 
Some grander project than I yet have heard. 

Who would suppose that Agamemnon’s son 
Would deign to intervene in this affair: 

Or that all Greece, after such triumphs won, 

Could thus conspire against an infant’s life V 
To whom am 1 to make the sacrifice ? 

Greece may no longer claim his life as hers; 

Or IS it not allow’d to me, alone 
Of all the Greeks, to treat as I may please 
A captive won l|}y lot F When ’neath the walls 
Of smoking Troj the victors, blood besprent, 

The spoil divided, to my share there fell 
Andromache and Hector’s infant son; 
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'CrijrsseB inade the cup of miseiy 
O'erflow for Hecuba; to Argos went 
Cassandra with jour sire. Have I controlFd 
Them or t];^eir captives, or presumed to claim 
The*fruit of their brave deeds Y They fear the day 
Wheh Hector shall revive,—his son may take 
My life if his be spared. Such caution shows 
Care in excess.. Misfortunes so reihote 
Are q[uite beyond my ken. I see proud Troy 
As once she was, lifTother of heroes, Queen 
Of Asia, crown’d with tow’rs; and then I see 
How she fell headlong, how she prostrate lies; 

For walls but heaps of ashes I behold,— 

A river that nms blood, forsaken fields. 

A child in chains; and little can I thina 
That Troy, so fallen, meditates revenge. 

If it were sworn that Hector’s son should die. 

Why did we let a year pass o’er his head ? 

Why could we not have slain him in the arms 
Of Priam i' Troy might well have been his tomb 
No less than that of others. Age and Youth 
Pleaded alike in vam their wealmess then; 

War’s frenzy and night’s darkness, worse than we. 
Left no distinctions to our murderous swords. 

My rage was fierce as that of any there 
Against the vanquish’d. But should cruelty 
Outlive one’s fury Y Can I in cool blood. 

Discarding pity, slaughter a poor child Y 
No, Sir; let Greece hufit up some other prey. 
Efface elsewhere all vestiges of Troy : 

My enmity is fimsh’d, and what war 
Has spared Epirus safely shall preserve. 

OBE8TE8. 

You know, my lord, full well what cunning trick 
Brought to the sword a false Astyanax 
Instead of Hector’s son. It is not Troy • 

Nor Trojans, it is Hector they pursue; 

Greece tracks the &,ther’8 footsteps in the son; 

The wrath his bloodshed kindled must in blood 
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Be quench’d, and none but Hector’s can avail; 
E’en to Epirus will they follow it: 

Prevent them. 


PYBBHUS. 

No, the challenge I accept 
With joy, and in Epirus let them seek 
A second fFroy: while Uktred makes them class 
With foes the friend who brought them vic&ry. 
Greece will not then for the first time requite 
Unjustly all Achilles’ services; * 

Once Hector profited, the day may come 
When Hectors Son shall profit m his turn. 

ORESTES. 

So Greece in you finds a rebellious son! 

PTBBHirS. 

Have I then conquer’d only to depend 
On her? 


OBESTES. 

Hermione will check your course; 
Between her father and yourself her eyes 
WiU interpose. 

PTBBHU8. 

She may be dear to^me. 

And yet I need not be her father’s slave 
Because I love her. l^me may reconcile 
Honour, perchance, with what affection claims. 
Meanwhile fair Helen’s daughter you may see, 
1 know what tie of blood^links you and her. 

* No longer will I keep you after that; 

Go, say that I refuse what Greece demands. 


[act I 



AKDBOMACBE. 


BCBNE 4.] 


Ste/m 3. 

Ptbbh^s, Ph(EBIX. 

PH(EN1Z. 

Thus then you send him to his mistress* feet! 

PTBBHUS. 

Long' for the princess has his passion bum’d, 
They say. 

P^GBNIX. 

What, if that fire should be revived. 
His heart be giv*n to her, and hers to film ? 

PYBBHtra. 

Let them love, Phoenix! She may take her leave 
With my consent. Ay, let th’ enaniour*d pair 
Go back to Sparta; not a port shall bar 
Their exit. Let her spare me more t'oustraint! 

PHCENIX. 

My lord 1 

PTBBHUS. 

1*11 bare my soul another time, 
Andromache approaches. 


Scene 4. 

FtBBHUS, AkBBOMACHE, PH<ElflZ, Cephissa. 

FTBBHUI^. 

Is it I, 

Madam, you seek ? May I indulge a hope 
So pleasing? 

ANDBOnCACHE. 

I was pissing to the place 
That holds my son, permitted once a day 
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To see the only being left to me 
Of Troy and Hector: and I have not yet 
Wept with hinif no. nor held him in my arms 
A moment. ^ 

PYRRHUS. 

Greece, if her alarm tells truth, 

Will give you other causes soon for tears. 

astdromachb. 

What is this terror that has struck her^ieart ? 

Has then some Trojan managed to escape V 

PYRRHUS. 

Not yet extinguish’d is the hatred felt 
For Hector. And they dread his son. 

ANDROMACHE. 

Their fear 

Has found a worthy object! He, poor child. 

Yet knows not Hector for his sire, nor you 
For master! 

PYRRHUS. 

All the same, the Greeks demand 
His blood, and Agamemnon's son is here 
To urge his punishment. 

ANDBOMAGHE5 

Will you pronounce 

> Sentence so hard ? My interest in him 
Is his sole crime; it is not that they fear 
He will avenge his fathei^ but will dry 
His mother’s tears. He would have filled the place 
Of sire and husband. I must lose them all. 

And at your hand. 

PYRRHUS. 

# _ 

Weep not, I have refused 
To do their bidding, tho* they threaten war; 

Shall they again with twice five hundred ships 
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Set sail, to foree you to give up jour sou; 

Tho* all tike blood that Helen caused to flow 
Must be the ptice, and, after ten years* war, 

My palace sink in flames, I ^Iter not, 

And yrith ihy own will I defend his life. 

But 'inid these perils, suffer’d for your sake. 

Will you refuse to grant a kinder look ? 

Press’d on all sides, and hated by the Greeks, 

Must I still str^e against your cruelty 
My arm is at your service: may I hope 
You will accept the*heart’s devotion too ? 

Let not your champion have to reckon you 
Among the number of his enemies. 

ANDROMACHE. 

Think what you do, my lord, what Greece will say. 
Gan soul so great as yours such weakness show ? 

You would not have your generous purpose j^ass 
For the mere madness of a lovesick swain. 

How can you wish a captive sad as I 
To love you,—I, who cannot bear myself? 

Can eyes that sorrow haunts have charms for you. 
Doom’d by yourself to everlasting tears ? 

No, no; respect your captive’s misery, 

Believe the wretched, to a mother’s arms 
Bestore a son, withstand the cruelty 
Of all the Greeks, nor make my heart the price 
Of succour; and, at need against my will, 

Protect him. That wei'e conduct that befits 
Achilles’ son. 

PYRRHUS. 

What! Is your wrath still hot ? 

Shall hatred and the punishment^it prompts 
Ne^er cease? Much woe I doubtless caused, and Troy 
Has seen this hand dyed crimson with your blood, 

A hundred times, But, smitten by the shafts 
From Beauty's eyes, have 1 not dearly paid 
For all their tears, and long since learud remorse ? 

I suffer all the the ills 1 j^ve to Troy; 

Van^vSi^’d and t^eu prisoner, with regrets 
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Loaded, consumed with fires more fierce than tho^e 
I kindled. Such anxiety, such tears, 

Such restless longings,—^was I e’er so harsh 
As you are now P &.ye you not punish’d me 
Indeed enough ^ Nay, let our common foes * 
Unite us. Tell me only 1 may hope, 

I give you back your son, will be to him 
A father, |ind will teach him to avenge 
His country. I myself will punish Greece' 

For your calamities and mine. One look 
Shall give me strength for all. Troy shall revive, 
E’en from her ashes; sooner than its siege 
Lasted, her walls shall pise, you*.* son be crown’d 
Her king. 


▲NDBOMACRE. 

I care not for such glory now, 

That prospect pleased me while his father lived. 
Troy’s sacred walls that Hector could not save 
May never hope to see our faces more. 

My lord, the wretched are content with less; 
’Tis exile only that these tears demand. 

Far from the Greeks, ay, too, and far from you. 
Let me go hide my son, and mourn my loss. 
Tour love inflames their hatred against us; 
Return to Helen’s daughter, oh, return! 


PTEBHT7S. 

I 

That can I not. Then why distress me more ? 
How may a heart that’s yours be giv’n to her ? 

I know that she was promised its command, 

1 know she hither came to reign as queen; 

Fate to Epirus brought y%u both alike. 

Her to impose the chains of slavery. 

And you to wear them. But I took no pains 
To please her. Seeing how your charms prevail 
And hers are scorn’d, it might be rather thought 
xhat she is captive here, and you are queen. 

Ah, how a single sigh, of all 1 breathe 
For you, would carry joy if giv’n to her I 
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• ANDROMACHE. 

How should they uot be welcome ? Can she e'er 
Forget the services that yoij have wrought ? 
Hector and Troy are names that do not cause 
A sl^jidder, nor is all her tenderness 
Devoted to the dead. Ah, what a loss 
Was mine, bitter to think on 1 Slaving him 
Your father made himself immort^, gain’d 
The crown of all his glory, and my tears 
Have made you both renown’d. 


It needs must lx 

That 1 obey you, Madam, and forget, • 

Nay, hate you. Love has been too violent 
To change its course to mere indifference. 

Be well assured, the heart henceforth that loves 
No more with passion must with fury hate. 

Nought will 1 in my righteous anger spare; 

The son shall answer for the mother’s scorn ; 
Greece asks his life, why should I always stoop 
To save th’ ungrateful ? I’ll do so no more. 

ANDROMACHE. 

Alas, then he must die ! His mother’s tears 
His sole protection, and his innocence— 

And yet, perchance, so wretched is my lot. 

His d^th may lift this load of misery. 

Life and its woes I bore but for his sake ; 

To follow him will bring me to his sire. 

Thus reunited, thanks to you, my lord, 

We three shall— • 

FTRRHT7S. 

Madam, go and see your son ; 
The sight of him may teach your heart to shun 
The path to which your anger beckons you. 

I’ll cmoose another hour to learn my fat^. 

Think how to save him, while you clasp him close. 
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ACTtfll. 

Scene 1. 

He^mione, Oleonb. 

, HERMIONE 

Yes, he shall see me, since you*ll have it so ; 

That pleasure will I grant him once again. 

Soon Pylades will bring him; but were 1 
To use mv judgment, it should not be so. 

CLEONE. 

What evil lurks there in the sight of him ? 

Saj, is he not the same Orestes still 
For whose return you sigh’d a hundred times. 
Whose lovQ and constancy' has been the theme 
Of your regret ? 

HEEHIONE. 

Paid with ingratitude! 

That love it is which makes his presence here 
Repugnant; shame for me, triumph for him, 
TOftSee mj misery so like his own ! 

Is that the proud Hermione, he’ll say, 

liO, she who scorn’d me once herself despised ! 

* The wretch who on her heart set price so high 
Learns in her turn the pangs of outraged love 
Oh. Heav’ns! 

CLEONB 

Dispel these most unworthy fears: 

* Too deeply has he felt your pow’r to charm. 

He comes to urge his love, not to insult, 

. He brings a heaii from which he cannot blot 
- Tour image. But you have not told me yet 
What writes your sire. 
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HEBUIONE. 

If Pyrrhus still delays, 
And if he will not let the Trojan die, 

My father l^ids me with the*G-reeks depart. 

CLEON n. 

’Tis well: then hear Orestes. You at least 
May finish that* which Pyrrhus has begun; * 

You must forestall him to obtain success. 

Have you not told me that you hated him ? 

HEJ(MIONE. 

Hate him, Cleone P Can just pride do less. 

When he forgets the favour freely giv*E ? 

That heart was treacherous which 1 leam’d to love; 
Too dear he was, not to be hated now! 

OLEONE. 

Ply from him then, and since you are beloved— 

HEBMIONE. 

Ah, let my rage have time to grow more strong; 
Leave me to guard myself against my foe. 

Cleone, it is terrible to part. 

And he will force me to it but too well. 

The faithless wretch! 


CLEONE. 

Wait you for some new wrong ? 
To love his slave, before your very eyes! 

What more can make him odious, if not that ? 

What greater insult can he offer yet P 

Had he known how, he would have left undone 

Nothing that could displease you. 

HEBMIONE. 

Why provoke 

Fresh torture ? I would fain disguise the truth. 

Try to believe not what your eyes have £cen; 
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Think that my love is banish'd; give me joj 
That I have conquer'd, and mj heart is steel'd 
Against its weakness. Make me think so too. 

You'ld have me fly; there’s nought to hinder it, 

Let us depart, and leave him to enjo^ ' < 

A conquest that degrades him; to his slave 
Himself submissive. Let us fly! But what 
If Faith ^nd Duty shauld reclaim his heart, 

If he should crave his pardon at my feet, 

And Love have pow'r to make him all my own ? 

But no, he only seeks to humble me. * 

Yet let us stay to mar their happiness, 

Finding some pleasure still in spoiling theirs; 

Or, making him renounce his solemn pledge. 

Render him guilty in the eyes of Greece. 

Already have I drawn upon the son 
Their anger, I would have them ask of him 
The mother too, and so those pangs repay 
Which she has made me ieel. Let her lose him. 

Nay, let him cause her death. 

OLEONE. 

Think you that she. 
Whose eyes run down with tears, can pleasure find 
In trying to supplant you, that, bow’d down 
With grief, she courts her persecutor’s love V 
What signs have shown her anguish soothed thereby i 
W3iy isJber soul then plunged in misery ? 

Why 'gainst a favour’d lover so severe r* 

HEBMIONE. 

Ah, I have lent too credulous an ear 
To faithless vows, and utter’d what I felt. 

I saw no danger in sincerity, 

Hy eyes unguarded let their secret out. 

And my own heart pleaded his cause too well. 

What woman would not have declared her love, 

As I did, trusting to his solemn oaths ? 

Did his eye scorn me then, as it does now ? 

You cannot but rmnember ail combined 
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SCENE 2.] 

To aid his suit,—mj foniiljr avenged, 

The joy of Greece, our vessels charged with spoils 
Prom Troy, his father’s exploits by the son’s 
Eclipsed, h^passion deem’d to pass my own, 

My heart—^es, and his fame e’en dazzled you; 
E’er he betray’d me, all of you conspired 
To that same end. Enough; if Pyrrhus has, 

I have not ceased to feel; Orestes’ iieart 
Is noble as his deeds, and he can love 
Without return.— Aj, and perhaps can make 
Himself beloved. 'I’ll see him. 

CViEONE. 

Look^ he comes. 

HEBMIONE. 

Ah me I I had not thought he was so mgh. 


Scene 2. 

Hebmione, Orestes, Cleone. 

HEBMIONE. 

Sir, shall I think some tender traces left 
Of former Love prompt you to visit me, 

In my distress, or is ij Duty’s voice. 

And that alone, which urges you to come ? 

ORESTES. 

Such is the fatal blindness of my heart. 

Known to you well, that I am destined still 
To come, and come again, to worship you. 

In spite of all my vows to come no more. 

To see you will, I know, reopen wounds; 

Each step that brings me near makes me forsworn; 
I know it, and I blush thereat. But HeaVn, 

That saw how our last parting wrung my heart, 

Be witness how I strove to free myself. 
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By certam death, from oath so hard to keep , 
Aiid ceaseless torture; how to savage tribes. 

Whose gods are only pleased with human blood, 

X offer’d life; they shut their tnnple doors, ^ 
Sparing to take such willing sacriilce. 

1V> you at length I come, and from your eyes 
Must seek the Death that shuns my close pursuit, 
And their indifference shall end despair; 

They need 'but cut the last fond cord of hopb 
To britig the fatal hour for which I yearn, 

Thoy need but say what they have said before,— 
Said always. For a year past, lhat has been 
My only aim; be yours the victim’s blood 
That Scythians might have spilt instead of you. 

Had anv so relentless there been foini<l. 

HEBMIONE. 

Have done, Sir, with these accents of despair; 

With matters more momentous you are charged. 
Why talk of Scythia, or my cruelty ? 

Think of the many kings you represent. 

And must their vengeance on your transports hang ? 
Is it Orestes’ blood that they demand ? 

Discharge the office they imposed on you. 

ORESTES. 

Pyrrhus refuses, and my task is done. 

Xfod^m, hf sends me back. Some other pow’r 
Makes him defend the cause of Hectof’s son. 

HERMIONE. 

False and forsworn! 

oRbstes. 

• So, ready to depart, 

My own fate at your lips 1 come to learn. 

Bre utter’d, your reply I think I hear, 
flffiat you detest me in your secret heart. 

^ HEBVIONS. 

What always so unjust ? Why will your grief 



80BKE t.] j^DBOMAdBS. 

F«^r ever of my enmity complain ? 

How have I shown the harshness that you blame 
So often ? ’Twas obedience to my sire 
That brou^^ht me hither; bi^jb who knows if I 
Havewnot bden sick at heart since then, and shared 
Alarms no less than yours ? I may have shed, 

In this Epirus, bitter tears And none 
Can say I have not sometimes wish'd you here. 
Despite my duty. 

OSIiSTBS* 

^/Vish’d me here! Oh, joy!— 

But can it be to me that you address 

These heavenly words ? OjJen your eyes, and see 

Orestes, upon whom they frown’d so long. 

HERMIONE. 

Yes, you—^who first taught them to know their pow’r. 
Whose love with their attractions grew, whose worth 
I could not but esteem, and who have had 
My sighs, and whom indeed I fain would love. 

ORESTES. 

I understand how hopeless is my lot; 

Your heart is giv’n to Pyrrhus, and to me 
Vain wishes. 

HERMIONE. 

Ah, you need not envy him, 

Unless you crave my Imtred. 

ORESTES. 

Yes; for then 

Love well might follow from a source opposed; 

I cannot please you whom you fain would love. 

But, if you wish’d to hate me. Love alone 
Would be obey’d, and I should win your heart. 

Ye gods I Such worship, and such tender love— 
Speak they not for me, could you lend an ear ? 

Your voice alone supports a prior claim 
For I^rrhus, it may be against your will. 
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Against his, certainlj ; for in his soul 
He hates you, loves another— 

HBBMIONB. 

Who has dared 

To tell you that he scorns me? Have his looks 
And words reveal’d it ? Think you that my eyes 
Can light no lasting fire, but soon must rouse 
Contempt ? Perhaps more favourable judge 
May somewhere else be found. 

OBESTES. 

'-’Tis well to taunt 
Me thus! Am I the one who scorns your charms ? 

Have you not tried my constancy enough ? 

Am 1 a witness that your eyes lack pow’r ? 

Despise them ? Ah, how gladly would they see 
My rival so despise them as do I! * 

HEBMIONE. 

What care I, Sir, whether he loves or hates ? 

Go. and against a rebel arm all Greece; 

Pay him the price of disobedience; 

Go, let them make this land a second Troy! 

Will you say now, my heart is giv’n to him ? 

OBESTES. 

Madam, do more, and come to Greece yourself. 

Win you*remain here as a hostage ? • Come; 

To every heart let your fair eyes appeal, 

TiU common hatred prompts our joint attack. 

hbbmioee. 

What if he wed Andromache meanwhile ? 


Madam! 


OBESTES. 


hebmioee. 


THiat deep disgrace must then be mine, 
To have this Phrygian woman hold my place I 
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OBOlffJiOHE. 

OBESTES. 

And yet Jrou bate him! Madam, own the truth ; 

We cannot shut Love’s jSres within the breast. 

Our very eyes betray us,—siJience, speech; 

And ^es hide in vain burst forth more fierce. 

HEBMIONE. 

Yout mind is prepossess’d, I see it ^ell. 

And spreads a deadly venom o’er my words. 

In every argument detects deceit. 

And thinks my hatred prompted by my love. 

I must explain myself, and you shall act 
Accordingly. You know ’t^vas Duty led 
My footsteps hither, and detains me here; 

I cannot leave till Pyrrhus or my sire * 

Compel me. Make my father understand 
The foe of Greece will form no marriage bond 
With us; between the Trojan and myself 
Make P^hus choose, which he will keep, and which 
Dismiss. Farewell. I wait but his consent 
To follow you. 


Scene 3. 

OBESTES. 

Yes, you will follow me, 

No doubt of that. Already his consent 
Is sure, nor need I fear that Pyrrhus wants 
To keep you, for he has no eyes forsooth 
Save for his dear Andromach^e, all else 
Irksome, and seeks some pretext tiiat may part 
Himself and you. One word, and all is done ’ 
What joy to rob Fpirus of a prize 
So rare! Troy’s relics she may save, and keep 
Unharm’d brave Hector’s widow and his son, 
And thousand others; ’tis enough for me. 
That, ne’er again to see thee or thy prince, 
Hermione departs. 

I. 


L 



146 


O 


BACIN£*8 W0B1|8. {aCT 

Q-ood Fortune brings 
Him hither. To such charms, Ijoire, close his eyes. 
While we hold converse. 


Scene 4. 

Ptbbhus, Obestes, Phcenix. 

c 

PTBBHITS. 

I have sough*t you, Sir, 

To own that in a fit of violence 
I fought against your reasons. Since I went. 

Their justice and their force have shown themselves. 
1 feel, like you, th4t I have thwarted Greece, 

My father’s efforts, and, indeed, my own. 

Ill aiding Troy, frustrating all achieved 
Both by Achilles and myself; nor now 
Do 1 condemn resentment which was based 
On solid ground. Your victim soon shall be 
At your disposal. 

OBESTES. 

By this firm resolve. 

Prudent as firm, a caitiff’s blood buys peace. 

PTBBHUS. 

And to assure you further, 1 consent 
To wed®Hermione, the pledge of peace 
For ever. Such a pleasing spectacle 
Gan have no better witness here than you. 

Who represent all Greece, and most her sire. 

For in yourself his brother lives again. 

GU) to her, tell her that to-morrow mom 
I will receive her at your hands with p^ice. 


Great gods! 


OBESTES 



8CENE 5.] 


ANDROMACHE. 
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Scene 5. 

Ptrrhtjs, PH(ENIX. 

t 

PYRRHUS. 

Phoenix, has ]jove won the^y ? 
Say, do your eyes refuse to know me still ? 

PHCBNIX. 

1 see you as you were ; thj^t righteous wrath 
Restores you to the Greeks and to yourself. 

No more the plaything of a servile flai^e, 

’Tis Pyrrhus, ’tis Achilles* son, and more 
His rival, who at last obeys the laws 
Of honour, and a second triumph wins 
O’er Troy. 

PYRRHUS. 

Say rather that my victory 
Begins to-day when I can feel its joy 
And my heart, lifted from its low estate. 

Seems to have triumph’d o’er a thousand foes 
In crushing love. Think, Phoenix, what a host 
Of troubles I avoid that follow close 
On passion; how content to sacrifice 
Duty ^d friendship, danger I despised, 

Courting destruction from the arms of Greece, 

Might I but win a single look of love, 

PH(ENIX, 

I ble?s, my lord, the kind severity 
Which gives you back— 


PYRRHUS. 

See how she treated me! 

1 thought that, when the mother’s fears were roused, 
She would have yielded for her infant’s sake, 
Disarm’d by his caresses, but I found 
No signs of weakness mingled with her tears. 
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Smbitter'd by her woes, more fierce she seem’d 
Each time the uame of Hector pass’d her lii)s. 

Oft as I promised to protect her son, 

“ ’Tis Hector,” she would say, as in her arms i 
She held him, “ his those eyes, that mouth, the heart' 
Already bold. My husband I embrace 
In this his image.” Dpes she think that I 
Will let hdr keep him thus to feed her lo\ e, 

For Hector ? 

• PHCENIX. ‘ 

Such were doubtless the return 
That she would make. But leafe her now. 


PTBBHirS. 


I see 

How consciousness of beauty flatters her, 

And makes her proudly wait, despite my wrath. 
To see me at her knees. Bather at mine 
ril see her crouch in vain; eternal hate 
Parts Hector’s widow and Achilles’ son I 


PH(ENXX. 

Then speak of her no more to me, my liege. 

Go, see Hermione; and at her feet 
Be your sole thought her pleasure, and forget 
Wlfat’s past. Prepare her for the nuptial rites 
Yourself, nor to a rival leave that tdsk 
Who loves her but too well. 

PYBBHUS. 

Think you will she 
Be jealous if I wed Hermione ? 

PH<ENIX. 

* 

What, harping on the Trojan woman still! 
What matters it to you if vex’d or glad? 

What spell attracts you tow’rds her, in despite 
Of your own will? 
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I have not told her all 
I meant to saj; I show'd l|ut hal£ the rage 
I feel; sh^ knows not what a bitter foe 
She has in me. Let us return and flout 
Her vengeance, to my hatred give full scope, 
And see her pride and beauty in tfle dust. 
Come. 


PH(ENIX. 

61o and cast yourself before her, Sir, 
Go swear that in your heaflrt you love her still. 
And so encourage her to scorn you more ! 


PTBBHVS. 

I see you think ray heart, ready to find 
Excuses, hankers after her, and seeks 
Atonement. 


PHCENIX. 

Yes, you love lier That’s enough. 


x~ l.ja#AilXUO« 

love her, forsooth, who hates me all the more. 

The more she’s flatter’d! Friendless, with no ht^3e 
But over me! A stranger, ay, a slave! 

I can destroy her son, perhaps I ought. 

To her I give that son, myself, my tlmone; 

And in her treacherous heart can gain no rank 
Better than that of {lersecutor! No, 

No, I have sworn it, my revenge is sure. 

And shall for once her hatred justify; 

Her infant 1 abandon, let her shed 
What tears she may, call me whatever name 
Anguish ean prompt! Ah, what a sight, to>day, 
Herej res will see! Phoenix, ’twill be her death. 
And I shall cause it, yea, myself shall bold 
The dagger to her breast I 
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PH(ENIZ. 

Why blazon it 

Abroad? Too highly did yon I’ate your strength 
Some hours ago. ' 

PTBBHUS. 

Pardon the tenderness 

Of an old vound. Yoii need not fear it, match’d 
With my resentment; ’tis the final spark 
Of love extinct. 1*11 follow yonr advice: 

Must I give up her son, and must I see 
The princess ? 

PH(EN1X. 

Yea, Sire; and with humble vows 

Assure her— 


PTBBHUS. 

What I promised, FU perform. 


ACT III. 

Scene 1. 

Obesteb, Pylades. 

o 

PTLADES. 

My friend, restrain this most imprudent rage 
You are no more yourself, I know you not. 
liCt me— 

OBESTES. 

No, no, your counsel comes too late, 
The voice of Reason only wearies me. 

1 must cut short the torture of this life, 
ril bear her hence, op periidi. My resolve 
Is taken, and FU execute the some: 

Yes, that 1 will. 
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PTLADE8. 

. By all means be it so; 
sanction that. But, still, Jhink where you are; 
To show yofir hand is but to court defeat; 

Iiearn to disguise your feelings, calm your rage; 
Bid vour eyes keep the secret of your heart. 
The^ guards, these very walls, each breath of aiy 
Serve Pyrrhus, and yet more Hermione; 

Hide your resentment with most care from her. 
Why did you seek Ber, in the name of Heav’n, 

In such a state ? 

omesTES. 

I knew not what I did; 
Master'd by rage, I may have gone so fBr 
As to vent open threats against them both. 

PTLADES. 

And what fruit did that fit of passion bear ? 

ORESTES. 

Was not the blow sufficient to distract 
The coolest, and drive reason from her seat ? 
To-morrow he will wed Hermione, 

And from my hand receive her, as a mark 
Of honour. Sooner may it with his blood 

^ PYLADES. 

You blame him for a purpose he pursues 
In desperation. Bather, pity him 
As I do you: his tortures are as great. 

ORESTES. 

Nay, I know weU, he laughs at my despair; 

He scorn’d her till he knew her loved by me. 
Her charms were lost upon him but for that; 
He takes her but to tear her from my arms. 
Gods! when already I had deem’d her won, 
Prewired to leave his sight for evermore; 

Her heart, divided between love and hate, 
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But waited his refusal to become 

My own. Her eyes were open'd, and her ears 

Hearken’d to me with pity. One word more, 

And sure success. ^ 

PYLADES. 

You think so ? 

" ORESTES. 

Ay, her wrath 

Was hot against the wretch. 

PYLADES. 

Never more lo'\ ed! 

Had Pyrrhus giv'n her up, do you suppose 
No other pretext would have held her back ? 

Let not her charms lieguile you more, but fly 
From her for ever, rather than attempt 
To carry off a Fury who detests 
Your love, and would embitter all your life 
With vain regret, having so nearly gain’d 
Her dearest object. 

OBESTES. 

*Tis that very thought 

TJi^es me on. All things would smile on her. 
And nought but bootless rage be mine, compell’d 
To seek oblivion far from her, once more 
An exile. No, those torments she must share 
Which I have borne too long alone.* Enough 
Of being pitied. She shall, in her turn. 

Feel what it is to fear me, weep with woe, 

And call me cruel, e’en as I did her! 

PYLADES. 

Thus as a ravisher Orestes crowns 
His embassy I 

ORESTES. 

What matter, I^lades ? 

Greece shall not wreak revenge at my expense. 
Nor an xmgrateful princess mock my tears. 
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How will our countty’s praises profit me, 

.When jeer’d at in Epirus as a fool? 

Wihat would you ? To confess the truth, I feel 
My innocence a heavy loadf^o bear. 

' Whifti did the gods before prove so perverse 
As to pursue the guiltless, and leave crime 
Unpunish’d ? Wheresoe’er I turn my eyes, 

I see around me troubles that condfemn 
Their justice. "Let me earn their wrath, deserve 
Their hatred, eat t|;ie fruit if 1 must jiay 
The penalty of crime. But why draw down 
Their anger on yourself, when aimed at me ^ 

My friendship has procured }Ou harm enough; 
Leave me alone to guilt and misexy. 

Bear Pylades, your pity warps your sefise; 

Avoid the dangers that encompass me. 

Convey to Q-reeee the infant given up 
By Pyrrhus. Go! 

PYLADES. 

We’ll cany off his bride! 

A brave heart faces peril without fear. 

Where love leads, friendship follows, and can act 
As boldly. Let us arm your company 
With zeal; our fleet is ready, and the breeze 
Invites us. Every winding passage dark 
I know; the sea washes these palace walls, 

And by a secret way this very night 

Your prize shall be conducted to your ship. ’ 

ORESTES. 

Bear friend, I trespass on your love too far; 
Those griefs, that you alone could pity, beg 
Poxgiveness for a wretch, who loses all 
He sets his heart on; hated by the world 
He hates himself. But under happier stars 
I, in my turn,— 

PYLADES. 

Bo not betray yourself; 

Before the blow conceal your purpose, that 
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Is all I ask; till then forget your wrongs, 
Forget your love, ^ut sec, she comes. 


OBSSljBS. 

Answer for her as I will for myself. 


Go, friend. 


4 


Scene 2. 

t 

Hermionk, Orestes, Oleone. 

ORESTES. 

Well, Madam, you iiave won, thanks to my care; 

I have seen Pyrrhus, and your marriage now 
Will soon take place. 

HERlflONE. 

So I am told, and you 
Were seeking me that I might be prepared. 

ORESTES. 

And will you not reject these tardy vows ? 

HERMIONE. 

Who would have fancied Pyrrhus faithful still ? 
That passion could have been delay’d so long 
Frdhi biirsting into flame, and its return 
Should linger till I was about to leave him ? 

I’ll think with you, 'tis Greece he dreads; not lor 
But prudence moves him; o’er your soul my eyes 
Had pow’r more absolute. 

ORESTES. 

No, no ; *tis love, 

I cannot doubt it; and your eyes have wrought 
All that they wish’d, nor would displease him nov 

HERMIONE. 

What can I do, Sir, when my faith is pledged? 
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Kob lum»of what it was not 1 who gave ? 

The star that rules a princess is not love. 

No other glorj than obedience left 
For her. Yet I was going, |Uttd yon saw 
P"ow»I madh duty yield to your desire. 

OBESTES. 

Ah, cruel one, ypu knew—But every heart 
Is free to follow its own choice, and yours 
Was at your own disposal; and if giv'n, 

I had no right to claim it as my own. 

And yet I hoped; but Fortune more than you 
I blame, and why should I your patience try 
With vain complaints ? Act as your duty bids. 

Mine is to spare you words of sad reproach. 


Scene 3. 

Heruione, Cleoee. 

HEBMIOEE. 

Did yeu expect his wrath to be so n^ld ? 

CLEONS. 

A silent sorrow need not be for that 

Lew fatal. As the cause of his own woe 

I pity him the more ; 'tis his own stroke 

That slays him. How long has your marriage been 

In preparation ? When Orestes spoke, 

Pyrrhus declared himself. 

HEBItflONE. 

Yon think *tis fear ? 

Pear! And of whom ? Those who for twice five years 
Pled before Hector, and, Achilles lost, 

Crouch'd in alarm within their burning ships, » 

And who, but for his son, would have left Troy 
Unpunish’d* and foregone a fruitless quest! 
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Why Bhoiild he fight against himself? Whate*e{ 

He does, he wishes; if he marries me, 

He loves me. Let Orestes, if he will, 

Charge me with all his sorro'Bis, better cheer 
Awaits me than his sighs. Pyrrhus returns! ' * 

Ah, dear Cleone, what a rapturous thought! 

Know you his exploits ? Have you heard them told, 

Too many to be number’d ? And himself. 

So brave, so charming, and so faithful too* 

As shown at last, his glory nothing lacks. 

Think— 

CLEONE. 

Hide your feelings! Look, your rival comes. 

To cast her troubles, doubtless, at your feet. 

HKBMIONE. 

Ah, *tia too soon to check this flood of joy! 

Let us begone: what should 1 say to her ? 


Scene 4. 

Andbomache, ^bmione, Cleone, Cephiss. 

▲NDBOMACHE. 

Why fly you. Madam P Is it not a sight 
To* pleaSe you, Hector’s widow at your knees, 
Weeping ? But not with tears of jealousy 
I come, nor do I envy you the heart 
Surrender’d to your charms. A cruel hand 
Bobb’d me of him whom only I admired. 

Love’s flame was lit by Hector long ago. 

With him it was extinguish’d in the tomb. 

But he has left a son. Some day you’ll know 
How closely to one’s heart a son can cling; 

But you will never know, I wish it not. 

How keen the pang when danger threatens him. 
And they would take him from you, all that’s left 
To soothe a blighted heart. Ah, when worn out 
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With te& long years of woe, the Trojans sought 
Your mother’s life, on Hector I prevail’d 
To succour her.' O’er Pyrrhus you have pow’r 
As I had then o’er Hector. | Can they dread 
The*infant he has left ? Him let me hide 
In some far distant isle. And they may trust 
My fears to keep him there, taught but to weep 
With me. 

f 

HEBMIONE. 

I feel for you, but duty holds 
My tongue tied, when my sire declares his will: 
It is by him that PjTrhus* wrath is stirr’d. 

But who can bend him better than yourself ? 
His soul has long been subject to your* eyes; 
Make him pronounce the word, and I’ll consent. 


Scene 5. 

Andromache, Cephissa. 

ANDROMACHE. 

How scornfully did she refuse my prayer! 

cephissa. 

Accept her counsel. ^*e him, as she says: 

One look of yours may Greece and her confound— 
But, look, he seeks you of his own accord. 


Scene 6. 

Pyrrhus, Andromache, Phceniz, Cephissa. 

PYRRHUS (to PBCENIZ). 

Where is the princess ? Said you not that she 
Was here ? 


157 



158 


bacihe’s wob: 


[act 


My eyes have over him! 


PHCEKIX. 

I thought so. 

ANDROMACHE (A CBPHISSA). 

Now you see what pow’r 


Is lost! 


PTBBHUS. 

What says she ? 

ANDROMACHE. 

A 

PHCENIX. 


All 


Hermione is gone, and we 
Will follow. 

CEPHISSA. 

Speak! Why obstinately dumb ? 

ANDROMACHE. 

Has he not promised them my child ? 


CEPHISSA. 


Given liim up. 


Is certain. 


But not 


ANDBOMACHE. 

Vain are my tears, his death 


PTBBHUS. 

How her pride disdains to look 

My way! 

ANDROMACHE. 

I should but irritate him more. 
Ijet us retire. 

PTBBHUS. 

Come, Hector’s son shall be 
Yielded to Greece. 



SCENE 


aXDBOMACHE. 


ANDROMACHE (throwing herself (U his feet). 

Stop, Sire. What will you do ? 
Give up the son ? Why not the mother then? 
Wheye is the kindness that^ou swore to me 
So lately ? Can I touch no chord at least 
Of pity r Does this sentence bar all hope 
Of pardon ? 

PYRRHUS, 

Phoenix knows my word is pledged. 

ANDROMACHE. 

No dangers were too great for you to brave 
On my behalf! 

PYRRHUS. 

Blind then, I now can see. 

Tour wishes might have won his pxdon once; 

You ne’er so much as ask’d it. Now yon come 
Too late. 

ANDROMACHE. 

Full well you understood, my lord, 

J’he sigh that fear’d repulse. Forgive the trace 
1 ft pride, that died not with my royal rank, 

Aud made me shrink from importunity. 
yiy lord, you know, had it not been for you, 
Andromache would never have embraced 
A master’s knees. 

PYRRHUS. 

No, in your secret soul 
You hate me, scorn to owe me anything. 

This son, the only object of your care. 

You would have loved him less, had he been saved 
’ Thro* me. You hate me with a bitter scorn, 

You hate me more than all the Greeks together. 
Enjoy at leisure such a noble rage. 

Come, Phoenix. 

ANDROMACHE. 

1 will go where HecWs gone. 



160 


fiA.ClIfE'S WOB^I. 


[act m. 


CEPHI8SA. 

Madam— 

ANDROMACHE^ 

What further can I fay to him ? ^ 

The author of my woes, he knows them all. 

{To PYRRHUS.) See to what state you have reduced me, 
Sire! ^ 

Tve seen my father slam, our walls enwrajjt 
In flames, and all our family cut oi£, 

husband's bloody corpse dragg’d tl^ro’ the dust, 

His only son reserved for chains with me. 

For his sake I endure to live a slave. 

Yea, more, this thought has sometimes brought relief, 
That Fate has fix'd my place of exile here; 

The son of many kings beneath your sway 
Is happier as a slave than he could be 
Elsewhere, and I had hoped his prison walls 
Might be a place of refuge. Priam found 
Achilles could respect his fallen state ; 

I thought his son more generous still. That trust, 

My Hector, pardon, when I deem’d thy foe 
Too noble to commit a dastard’s crime! 

Ah, would he but allow us to abide 
Where for thine ashes I have raised a tomb, 

And, ending there his hatred and our woes. 

Divide us not from thy beloved remains! 

• • PYRRHUS. 

Go. and await me. Phmnix:. 


Scene 7. 

Pyrrhus, Andromache, Obpbissa. 

PYRRHUS. 

Madam, stay. 

Your tears may yet win back this cherish’d son 
Yes, I regret that, moving you to weep, 
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1 ann*d y 9 ii with a weapon ’gainst myself; 

I thought 1 could have brought more hatred here. 
You might at least consent to look at me : 

See, are my eyes those of an ^ngry judge, 

Whose plee^Kire 'tie to cause you misery ? 

Why force me to be faithless to yourself ? 

Now for your son’s sake let us cease to hate. 

*Tis I who urge you, save the child ttom death. < 
Must sighs of mtue beg you to spare his life ? 

And must I clasp your knees to plead for him ? 

Once more, but once* save him and save yourself. 

I know what solemn vows for you I break. 

What hatred I bring down dpon myself. 

Hermione shall go, and on her brow 
For crown I set a burning brand of shanlo: 

And in the fane deck’d for her marriage rites 
Her royal diadem yourself shall wear. 

This offer, lady, is no longer one 

You can afford to scorn. Perish or reign ! 

A year’s contempt has made me desperate, 

Nor can I any longer live in doubt. 

Harass’d by fears and mingling threats with groans. 
To lose you is to die,—’tis death to wait. 

I leave you to consider, and will come 
To bring you to the temple where this child 
My fury shall destroy before your eyes. 

Or where in love 1 crown you as my queen. 


Scene 8. 

Andhomache, Cephissa. 

CEPHISSA. 

Is’t not as I foretold ? In spite of Greece, 
You are still mistress of your destiny. 

ANDBOMACHE. 

41a8, that it should be as you have said! 

I have no diioioe but to condemn my son. 
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CEPHI88A. ( 

That were to stretch fidelity too far. 

Excess of virtue may be fraught with guilt. 

Hector himself would urge a Guilder course. 

ANDBOMACHE. 

Pyrrhus»iu Hector’s jllace 1 I loathe the thought. 

c 

CEPHISSA. 

lliiuk of his son, tom from your arms by force; 

More than aught else his shad^e would blush at that. 

It would not shame him that your conqueror 
Should reinstate jou in your royal rank. 

Trample your foes beneath his feet in wrath, 

Forget that fierce Achilles was his sire, 

And frustrate all his exploits. 

ANDBOMACHE. 

How can I 

Cease to remember them, tho* he forget? 

Hector’s unburied corpse, dishonour’d, dragg’d 
Around the walls of Troy ? His father slain 
Before mine eyes, and grasping as he fell 
The altar stain’d with his own blood ? That night, 
That cruel night, think how its horrors bro’^^dit 
Eternal night to Troy! Becall the look 
(if Pvirhus, crossing in the lurid light 
Our Wming threshold; how his eyeballs glared, 

My fallen brothers spum’d beneath his tread. 

Kindling the carnage, dyed from head to foot 
With gore! Caust hear the victor’s shouts, the groans 
From dying lips, as fire and sword msh on ? 

Canst see Andromache’s despair, and how 
Byrrhus confronts her with those frightful deeds 
Wherewith he won his glory ? There behold 
The husband you would give me! No, my friend^ 

1 will not be th’ accomplice of his crimes. 

His latest victim let him make of me. 

And I without a murmur will submit. 
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CBPHI88A. 

Then let U8 go and see your son expire; 

Your presence only do they wait for. How 
You shudder! 

ANDROMACHE. 

Yes, remembrance sends a pang 
That pierces deep. What! See hin^ perish too, 

My only joy, on whom my Hector stamp’d 
His image, token of the love I lost! 

Ah me I 1 call to nund the day he sought 
Achilles, fatal day for him. He press’d 
His boy to his courageous l^art, and said. 

Drying my tears,—“ Dear wife, I know not how 
Fate may decide the fight to which I go.^ 

I leave you this my son, a faithful pledge; 

And should he lose his father, be to him 

Father and mother both; if you hold dear 

The happiness we shared, then show to him 

How much you loved me.” Shall that precious blood 

Be shed before my eyes, his line extinct 

With him ? Ah, cruel King, must my offence 

Be counted his V He has not hated thee. 

Nor yet reproach’d thee with his kinsmen’s death, 
Besenting not the ills he cannot feel. 

Yet thou must die, my son, unless 1 turn 
The sword aside that hangs above thy head. 

The choice is mine; and shall 1 let it fall? 

No, never can I suffer thee to die. 

Let us find Pyrrhus. No, Cephissa, go, 

Find him for me. 

CEPHISSA. 

What shall I say to him ? 

ANDROMACHE. 

Tell him a mother loves her son enough— 

But has he sworn indeed to slay the child ? 

Can passion make Pyrrhus so merciless Y 

CEPHISSA. 

Madam, in fuiy he will soon return. 
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^ACT IT 


ANPBOMACHE. 

Then go, assure him— 


CEPB|S8A. 

Of your faith, or what ? 

•ANDROMACHE. 

Alas! haye 1 that promise still to give ? ' 

O ashes of my husband and my sire! 

How dearly must I buy thy life, my son! 

Come, let us go. 

CEPHISSA. 

Whither r* With what lesolye ? 

ANDROMACHE. 

To Hector's tomb, there to consult lus wilL 


ACT IV. 

Scene I. 

Andromache, Cephissa. 

CEPHISSA.. 

My lady, ’tis your husband, doubt it not; 

*Tis Hector works this miracle in you! 

Surely he wishes Troy should rise again 
Under that sen whose life he bids you guard, 
^rrhus has promised you the boy. Just now 
Tou heard him say he waits bat for your word 
To make him yours; and you may trust his Iotp. 
Your heart contents Trim ; fother, sceptre, frieua^i. 
He recks them not, if yem will reign o'er him 
And o'er his people. Hoes he then deserre 
Hatred ? Inmgnant, he confronts the Greeks, 
And pities the poor l^be no less than you, 



SCENE ¥.] ANDROMACHE* 

I 

Guards from outrage, and withstands their rage, 
Exposing his own life to shelter his. 

But all is ready. • You hare promised--^ 

AKDBoilACHE. 

Yes, 

I will be there. Let us go see mj son. 

CEPHTSSA. 

Why in such haste ?• No one forbids you now 
To visit him; therewith be satisfied, 

And soon your tenderness s^all have full scope 
In many a fond and unrestrain*d caress. 

Will it not bring you joy to rear your b^l>e 
No longer for a life of slavery. 

But to revive the glories of his line ? 

ANDBOMACME. 

Oephissa, *tis the last time 1 shall see 
My child. 

CEPHISSA. 

Why, what is this ? 

ANDEOMACHB. 

O my dear friend. 
With whom my soul should wear no mask, for you 
Have proved in all my trouble faithful still, 

I hop<^ you knew me better than to deem 
Myself so faithless found as to betray 
The husband who within my heart survives. 

That, caring not how much I vex’d the dead, 

I should think only of my own repose. 

Is that to keep my promise made so oft 
To Hector’s ashes V But I am obliged 
To save his son. Pyrrhus, on wedding me. 

Vows to protect him,—may trust his word. 

I know his nature, violent but sincere; 

He will do more, Cephissa, than he said. 

And I rely too on the wrath of Greece. 

Her hatr^ will on Hector’s son bestow 
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A father. Since a victim is reqtiired 
I will assure to Pjrrhus all that*s left 
Of life to me, and by most sacred bonds* 

Indissolubly bind him to m 3 i|boy. 

But straightway shall this hand with fatal stroke * 
Sever the chord of life no longer true, 

And so preserve me stainless, and yet pay 
Pjrrrhutf his due, nor fail in what 1 owe 
To son and husband, ay, and to myself. * 

This is the harmless plot my love suggests, 
t)r rather Hector’s spirit. So, alone, 

Him and my sires 1 join. Close you mine eyes. 

CEPHISSA. 

Ah, if you die, think not that I will live. 

ANDBOMACHB. 

Nay, I forbid you, friend, to follow me. 

My only treasure to your care I trust: 

You lived tor me, live now for Hector’s son. 

Sole guardian of the hopes of fallen Troy, 

Her royal line requires your constant care. 

Watch Pyrrhus well, and make him keep his faith ; 

If he shdJl need it, speak to him of me. 

Kemind him I consented to be his 

Before my death, teach him to prize that bond 

And b^ot out all resentment from his soul; 

That, leaving him my son, I showed how much 
I valued him. And to that son make known 
The heroes of his race; direct Jiis steps 
To follow them; teU him of all their fame, 

Of what they did rather than what they were. 

Dwell on his father’s virtues day by day. 

And sometimes whisper of a mother’s love. 

But of avenging me he must not dream; 

His master’s friendship let him strive to win. 

Begarding his high birth with modesty. 

Let him remember, tho* of Hector’s blood, 

Troy lives in him alone; and for his sake, 

In one day, 1 lay down life, hatred, love I 
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CEPHTS8A. 

Alas} 

ANDBOMACHE. 

* Yo\f must not come ^ith me, unless 
Your neart is brave and can command your tears. 
Cephissa, dry your oyes. I hear a step. 
Bemember your pfreat trust. Hermlone 
Approaches; let us shun her violence. 


S^ene 2 . 

Hebmione, Cleone., 

CLEONE. 

This silence, Madam, fills me with surprise; 

You utter not a word; this cruel slight 
Seems not to ruffle your tranquillitjr! 

Tamely you suffer such a rude rebuff 
Who shudder'd but to hear vour rival's name! 
You who could scarce endure without despair 
The passing glance that Pyrrhus cast on her! 

He weds her, makes her partner of his throne, 
And plights the troth so lately giv’n to you; 

Yet still your lips are dumb, your tongue disdains 
T' upbraid the traitor with deserved reproach! 

I fear what such a fataj calm forebodes! 

It would be better far— 


HEBMIONE. 

You sent for him, 

Is it hot so? 

CLEONE. 

Orestes will be here, 

And, as you may believe, will place himself 
Wholly at your disposal, without hope 
Of recompense. Your eyes are sure enough 
To charm him. See, he enters. 



168 


f 


eacinb's works. 


{act IV 


Scene 3. 

Orestes, Herm|one, Oleone. 

ORESTES. 

Can it be 

That I, for once, in seeking you obey 
Your bidding, or has false hope flatter’d m*e ? 

Have you indeed wish’d me to come to ♦you ? 

Shall I believe your eyes, at last disarm’d. 

Will— 

HERMIOXE. 

I would kncpv whether you love me. Sir. 

ORESTES. 

Love you! Great gods! My vows too hard to keep, 
My flight, return, reverence that curb’d reproach. 

My dark despair, my eyes all drown’d in tears: 

What witness will you, if you trust not these i 

HERMIONE. 

I trust them all; avenge me. 

ORESTES. 

Let us go, 

My»misti'es8, and once more set Greece on fire. 

This arm shall make your name renbwn’d; and you 
Shall rival Helen, I the King of Men. 

Let us revive the miseries of Troy 
Here in E^rus, and our fathers’ fame 
Eclipse. Yes, I am ready; let us start. 

HERMIORE. 

No, let us stay, nor carry these affronts 
So far. What! crown the insults of my foes. 

And wait elsewhere to wreak a slow revenge! 

Resign myself to the arbitrament of war. 

That after all might fail to vindicate 
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SCENE 3.] 




I 

My wroi^s ! I will have all Epirus weep 
When 1 aepart. Avenge me in an hour. 
Or not at all. Pelay,—and you refuse. 
Haste to the temple. You must slay— 


Pyrrhus. 


ORESTES. 
HEBMIONE. • 


Ay, whom? 


ORESTES. 

The King? 

HEBSEIONE. 

• 

^ Your hatred hesitates ? 

Bun quickly thither, lest I call you bac]p. 

* 3peak not of duties I would fain forget, 

Afor will I hear a word in his defence, 

And least from you. 

ORESTES. 

From me! Your h'udemess 
Has stamp’d his crime too deeply on my soul. 

Let us take vengeance, but by other means. 

Become liis foes, but not his murderers; 

And with the arms of justice ruin him. 

Shall I for answer to the Greeks bring back 
His head ? And have I taken on myself 
This charge from them, to t\um assassinNo, 

In Heaven’s name let Greece the challenge meet. 
And crush’d beneath her hatred let him die. 

The name of king is sacred, and the brow— 


HEBMIONE. 

Is not my sentence then enough for you ? 
That my offended dignity demands 
A victim to be offer’d to myself ? 

That if you quell the tyrant you shall have 
Me for reward ? That I hate him whom once 
I loved. Yes, I confess it, he knew how 
To win my heart; whether my &>ther’8 will 
Or inclination moved me matters not. 
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Act on that knowledge. Tho* he hfoke his vows, 

Tho* with just horror I regard his crime. 

Yet, while he lives, fear I may still forgivp. 

Distrust my wavering wrath, till death removes 
The monster. For unless he 4ies to-day. 

To-morrow I may love him. 

OBESTES. 

Thei) must d^ath 

Prevent his pardon. How shall I proceed ? 

C^m I so soon avenge your iniuries ? • 

Where lies the path that leads him to his doom? 

I have but just set foot upon this soil. 

And you would have me overturn the State, 

And slay the King^; and for his punishment 
You grant me but a day; no, not an hour. 

It must be done before his people’s eyes; 

My victim to the altar shall be brought. 

No longer I demur, I will but go 
And view th’ appointed place of sacrifice: 

This night 1 do your bidding, and he dies! 

HEBMIONE. 

Meanwhile to-day he weds Andromache; 

Already in the snrine his throne is set. 

His crime accomplish’d, and my shame confirm’d. 

Why should you wait? He offers you his life; 

No guards attend him to this festival, 

Hd mal&s them all encircle Hector’^ son. 

And gives himself to my avenger’s arm. 

Will you then of his life take greater care 
Than he does ? Arm my followers, with your G-reeks; 
Stir up your friends; on mine you may rely. 

Me he betrays, fools you, and scorns us all. 

Surely their hatred is as great as mine. 

The Trojan woman’s husl^nd loath to spare. 

Speak, and my foe cannot esca^ your hands. 

Or rather they will strike him dead themselves. 

Lead or be led by this their noble rage; 

Dyed with the faithless wretch’s blood, return; 

Thus only can you gain my heart. Now go. 
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0BE8TES. 

But, Madam, think— 

HEBMTONE. 

This Really passes hounds. 

Your scruples pirate upon my angry mood. 

I show the way to win Hermione, 

And make Orestes happy; hut I gl^e 
He will do noAght to earn her, only whine 
For ever. Q-o; l^st of your constancy 
Flsewhere, and leave me to avenge myself. 

My weak concessions fill my soul with shame. 

One day of such refusals ^s too much. 

When all is ready for the marriage rite. 

And where you dare not venture, I wiil go 
Alone, find means t* approach my enemy. 

And stab the heart I could not touch with love 
Then shall my hlood-stain’d hands, turn’d on niyaelf, 
Unite our destmy in spite of him: 

And, traitor tho’ he he, ’twill he more sweet 
For me to die with him than live with you. 

OBEBTES. 

No, I will rob you of that dismal joy; 

He shall not die but by Orestes’ hand. 

Yes, by my arm your enemies shall fall. 

And you shall then reward me, if you will. 

HEBMIONE. 

Go. Leave your future fortune in my care 
Let all your ships be ready for our flight. 


Scene 4. 

Hebmione, Cleone. 

CLEONE. 

Thinkt Madam,, ere your rum you invoke—- 
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HEBSCIONB. 

Ruin or no, I mean to have revenge. 

I doubt, whatever promises be m^e. 

The trust reposed on others th^ myself: 

The guilt of Pyrrhus does not scorch his eyes 
As it does mine ; my stroke would be more sure. 
To be my own avenger ^would be sweet. 

To stain this fair arm with the traitor’s blo|^, 
And, to increase my pleasure and his jiain, 

To hide my riTal from his dying gaze! • 

What if Orestes fail to let him know 
He dies a victim sacrificed to mej 
Go, find and tell him to inform the wretch 
He owes his death to me, and not to Greece. 

Run, dear deone, my revenge is balk’d, 

If he should die un(‘onsciou8 that his doom 
Proceeds from me. 

CLEONE. 

I will obey you.—Ah! 

What do I see? Who would have fancied it? 
The King himself! 

HERMIONE. 

Follow Orestes straight, 

He must do nought till he sees me again! 


Scene 5. 

pTBBHtrs, Hebmione, Phcenix. 

PTBBHUS. 

You are surprised that I should seek you here. 
And my approach disturbs your colloquy. 

I do not come arm’d with unworthy wiles. 

Ho feign’d excuse shall gloss the wrong I do: 
My heart condemns me with no doubtful voice, 
Hor can I urge a plea I know is false. 

I wed a Trojan woman. Yes, I own 
The faith I plight to her was giv’n to you. 
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1 migh^ remind you ttiat our fathers form'd 
These ties at Troy without consulting us, 

And we were bound together by no love 
Or choice of ours; but ’tis enough for me 
Ths^ I submitted. My anfbass^ors 
Made you the promise of my heart and hand; 

So far from wishing to revoke the pledge, 

I willingly confirm'd it; you, witlf them, 

Came hither, and, altho' another eye 
Already had subdued me and forestall'd 
Your sway, that passion did not make me pause. 
And I resolved still to be true to you. 

I welcomed you as queen,*and, till this day, 

I thought my oath would hold the place of love. 
But love prevail'd, and, by a fatal stroke, 
Andromache has won the heart she hates : 

Each drawn by th' other in our own despite. 

We hasten to the altar, there to swear 
Union for ever. Blame me as you may 
For traitor, tho’ a willing one I grieve 
To prove defaulter; nor do I presume 
To check the just resentment that relieves 
Myself as much as you. Call me forsworn, 

1 fear your silence more than your reproach} 
Wrung by the secret witness in my heart. 

The less you say the more I feel my guilt. 

HEBHIONE. 

Sir, this confession, stripp'd of all deceit. 

Shows that at least you to yourself are just; 
And, tho' resolved to snap this solemn tie. 

Crime makes you in your own eyes criminal. 
Yet, after all, why should a conqueror stoop 
To common honesty that keeps its word ? 

Eo, perfidy for you has secret charms; 

You seek me but to glory in your shame; 
Unhinder'd by your duty or your oath, 

A maid of Greece and tl^en a dame of Troy 
Attract your fickle fancy, flying off, 

Betuniing, and then leaving me once moiire; 
Crowning in turn the princess and the slave. 
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Making Troy bow to Greece, and Greece to Troy! 
Thus acts a heart that’s master of itself, 

Heroic, and no slave of promises! 

Tour bride might be displeased were I to stint 
Such honey’d terms as wretch a&d perjurer. 

You came to look whether my face were pale. 
And then to mock my sorrow in her arms. 

You would-be glad if I would follow her 
In tears; but oue day has brought joy enough. 
You need not seek new titles to renown. 

Those that you have may well suffice your greed. 
The ag5d sire of Hector smitten down 
Dying before the eyes of all his k4n, 

While your sword, thrust into his feeble heart, 
Seeks the few frozen# drops that linger there; 

Trov all in flames, plunged in a sea of blood ; 
Your hand too cut Polyxena’s fair throat, 

A cruel sight that Greece herself condemn’d. 
Such glorious deeds claim flt acknowledgment. 


[A3T IV. 


PYBBHUS. 

I know full well to what excess of rage 
Bevenge for Helen's rape transported me: 

To you, her child, I might impute the blood 
That I have shed; but be the past forgot. 

I thank high Heaven that your indifference 
Sanctions a happier passion in my breast. 

My heart,# too ready to torment itself, 

Should know you better, and excuse its change. 
A Madam, I did you wrong to feel remorse; 

Gan one be faithless who was never loved ? 

You have not tried to keep me bound to you: 
Hearing to injure, it may be that I 
^ Serve you. No ^mpathy unites our hearts; 
’Twas duty that I follow’d, as did you; 

You never loved me in reality. 

t 

V ^ HEBMIONE. 

^ 1 never loved you! What then did I do P 
I you our native princes I desjased. 
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Sought yfu myself in yonr remotest realms ; 

Still am 1 here, tho* you have proved untrue, 

And all my Greeks my weakness view with shame. 

I have commanded them to hide my wrongs ; 

In seiiret I awaited your rctAm 
To duty; trusting, whether soon or late, 

You would bring back a heart I claim’d as mine. 

I loved you tho’ inconstant; could I more 
If faithful found *? E’en while your cruel lipa 
Calmly announce the death of all my hopes, 

I doubt if I have ceased to love you yet. 

But if it must be so, and Heav’n in wrath 
Beserves for other eyes th» pow’r to charm. 

Complete this marriage; but at least refrain 
From forcing me to witness my disgrace. 

Listen, for this may be my last appeal; 

Let one day pass, to-morrow you shall wed— 

You answer nought ? Ah, faithless wretch, ’tis clear 
You count those moments lost you spend with me! 
Impatient your enchantress to behold 
Once more, you grudge with others to converse: 
With her your heart inspires each word, each look. 
Escape where you are free, I hold you not 
From going ; swear as you have sworn to me. 

Go, and profane the majesty of Heav*n, 

The justice of the gods, who’ll ne*er forget 
How those same oaths have bound you to myself. 
Haste, to their altars take that perjured heart ^ 

There dread to meet Hermione once more. 


Scene 6. 

Ptbbhus, PHOIVXXi 
PUOBNIZ. 


My lord, you heard her i be upon your guard. 
Beware the vengeance of a bafOed love 
Indamed to fuiy, arm’d with the support 
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Of Q-reece that is the champien of her cause: 
Orestes loves her still, perchance that prize— 

PTBBHVS. 

Andromache awaits me. Gua^ her sou! 


ACT V. 


Scene 1. 

HERMIONE. 

ft 

Where am I ? and what is it I have done ? 
What yet remains ? What rage possesses me ? 
How thro’ these halls 1 roam irresolute, 
Devour’d with grief, and know not if I love 
Or hate! His eye at parting seem’d to freeze 
My soul, nor did he ever feign to pity; 

No, not a moment’s tenderness or sorrow; 

His heart refused to grant a single groan. 

Deaf to my sighs, ’mid all my anguish calm, 
My tears awoke no sympathy in him. 

And yet I mourn his loss! And for a crown 
Of sorrow, still this weak heart throbs for him. 
1 tremble at the blow so soon to fall. 

Forget rSvenge, and almost pardon him! 

But no, my sentence shall not be revoked : 
Perish the traitor, since he’s dead to me! 
Triumphantly he laughs my wrath to scorn, 
And thinks this tempest will dissolve in tears. 
That, always feeble and irresolute, 

With one hand I’ll ward off the other’s blows: 

^ Past kindness makes him deem it measurelesa 
> But other thoughts, rather, his mind engross: 
The traitor in triumph little cares 
Whether the absent wish him life or death. 
And leaves to me this dire perplexity. 

One stroke shall end it; at Orestes’ hand 
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He meets the death He ought to have foreseen. 
Which he himself has forced me to desire. 
What! Is it I then who pronounce his doom ? 
And must he die because Hermione 
Has loved Itlm ? He whose t>ft repeated deeds 
Gave ever fresh delight when heard again. 

To whom in secret I had link’d my lot 
Ere to the fatal contract we were bdund. 

Have 1 then cross’d so many lands and seas. 
And come so far, ojily to dig his grave, 

To be his murderer ? Ah, ere he dies— 


Scene 2. 

Hermione, Cleone. 

HERMIONE. 

What have I done, Cleone ? Have you aught 
To tell me ? Where is Pyrrhus ? 

CLEONE. 

At the height 

Of love and happiness; proudest of men, 

1 saw him to the temple lead his bride, 

His latest conquest: in his eye there shone 
The light of joy and hqpe. Gazing on her. 

He seem’d to drink intoxicating draughts. 
Andromache, ’midst all the glad acclaim, 

Bore in her heart sad memories of Troy; 

Incapable alike of love and hate, 

Submissive, she nor murmur’d nor rejoiced. 

HERMIONE. 

And Pyrrhus ? Carried he his bold affront 
To th* end ? Observed you well his countenance ? 
Seem’d he to taste calm pleasure unalloy’d? 

Bid he not hither cast a single look ? 

Tell me, Cleone, did you meet his eye ? 

I. N 
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/And did he blush when he perceived you there? o 
Show’d he with troubled brow a sense of guilt, 

Or did his pride support him to the last? . 

I 

CLEO^E. ' o 

He noticed nothing; and his safety seem’d. 

With honour’s voice, fmrgotten like yourself. 

Heedless &f those who lollow, friends or foes, 

He hastens onward to Love’s wish’d for goal 
Bound Hector’s son he has bestow’d hia guards, 

AAd fancies danger threatens him alone. 

Phoenix has him in charge, who to a fort 
Far from the temple and the palace brings 
The child, whose safety seems the only care 
That Pyrrhus kno'#s. 


HEEMIOVE. 

The wretch sliall die! What said 

Orestes ? 

CLEONE. 

He has enter’d with his men 
The temple. 

HEBMIONB. 

Is he ready to avenge 

My wrongs ? 

CLEOEE. 

I know not. 

HEBMIONE. 

What, you know not 1 Will 

Orestes too prove false ? 


CLEONE. 


' ^ ^ He worships you; 

But with a thousand scruples of remorse 
Contending, now to Honour he gives heed, 

■ And now to Love. In IVrrhus he respects 
'•'The throne, Achilles, and Achilles’ ion. 
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He fears ^bhe wrath of <j^reece and all the world; 
But more than all, he said, he fears himself. 

As victor he would bring the traitor’s head. 

But not as an assassin, odious name! 

At la^ he enter’d, knowing #iot if thence 
He should go forth blood guilty, or a mere 
Spectator. 

HBRMTONE. ■ 

No*i their tSriumph he will watch 
Without the' wish strike a jarring note. 

I know what scruples make his courage blench; 
The coward fears to die, and fears nought else. 

My mother stoop’d not to & single prayer, 

Yet in her cause all Greece rose up in arms. 

Her eyes, thro’ ten years’ war, saw tweifty kings. 
Whose names she scarcely knew, die fo>‘ their sake 
While I but ask death to a perjurer. 

Charging a lover to avenge my wrongs. 

And so to win me at no risk to him; 

I give myself, and yet 1 am refused! 

Go to, my own arm must for justice strike. 

Let cries of pain thro* all the temple ring ^ 

Their fatal bridal shall in bloodshed end, 

And but one moment see them man and wifa 
Nor shall my fury halt to choose its prey, 

Orestes shall as ^rrhus be to me; 

And if by death I purchase my revenge. 

I’ll gladly die in such good company. 


Scene 3. 

Orestes, Hebhions, Cleons. 

OBB8TE8. 

Madam, ’tis over, and your will is done ; 
Yes, at the altar now the traitor yields 
His life. 

HEBMIONE. 

Is I^rrhua dead ? 
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OBBSTSS 

He breathes his last, 
Our Greeks have blotted out his guilt in blood. 

1 gave my promise, tho* this ^ot to me 
Api>ear’d too horrible. Withnasty steps 
1 sought the temple, when I found our men 
Had to the very altar f*rept uuseen 
Amid th^’crowd. With countenance uuchjinged, 
Pyrrhus perceived me, and his courage seem’d 
Warm’d at the sight; Greece, in my pei'son braved, 
Lending fresh glory to his nuptial ntes. 

Proudly he raised on high the diadem, 

And placed it on the Trojan woman’s brow 
With his own hand, saying: “ I give to you 
My crown, and plight my troth ; reign o’er my realms: 
And o’er myself ; your son shall find in me 
A father’s love; may Heav’n confirm the vow 
I make to you his mother, and his foes 
Be mine. I hail him as the Hing of Troy.” 

Applause resounded as he spake these words, 
Answer’d by cries of wrath from Grecian throat^;. 
They throng’d around the traitor where he stood. 

So that I found no place to strike, for each 
Vied with his neighbour who should lay him low. 
Cover’d with blood, vainly he sought escape 
From countless blows, and at the altar fell. 

Thence passing thro* the terror-stricken crowds, 

I came,<o bring my princess to the^port. 

There will our friends, their hands with slaughter red, 
Be with us soon. My promise is fulfill’d. 

HEBMIONE. 

What have they done ? 


OBBSTES. 

If their excess of zeal 

Has marr*d your vengeance, pardon them for that. 
You would have had me be the first to strike, 

Hiat he might feel it was for you he died; 

But ’twas my ardour prompted them to act; 
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For your lake, and yours only, vere they brought 
Within the temple; you may justly claim 
As sacrificed to you the life they took. 

As agents of the vengeance you had plann’d. 

HERMIONE. 

Traitor, be silent, nor impute to me 

The crime whicb brands •you coward. Let the Greeks 

Applaud the impioq^ act. Go; 1 disown 

Your cruelty and you, who have destroy’d 

The noblest of mankind this fatal day. 

Did no compunction visit ydur fell hearts 
To check such slaughter? Who made you the judge 
To sentence him to death ? What was his crime ? 
What right had you to slay him ? Tell me that! 

Who bade you do it ? 

ORESTES. 

Heav’ns! It was you yourself, 
Just now, upon this spot, the order gave. 

HERMIONE. 

You should have paid no heed to love bereft 
Of reason, but have read my deeper thoughts. 

Saw you not while I raved distractedly. 

My heart belied whatever words I spoke ? 

E’en had I meant them,* you should have refused, 

A hundred times repeated, such a wish: 

Ask’d me again before the blow was struck, 

And then return’d, or rather shunn’d my sight. 

You should have let me wreak my own revenge. 

What lured you hither, hateful to mine eyes ? 

Behold what bitter fruit your love has home! 

You bring me all the ills that follow you: 

Your embassy it was, fatal to both. 

That to my rival made his thoughts incline. 

He might have else admitted me to share 
His heart again, or feign'd at least to love. 

Go you, in this Epirus I will stay. 



IS% RACINE’S WORKS. P [aQT T. 

Greece and my Spartan home I here renounce, ‘ 

Tea, all my family; enough for me 

That they have bred a monster like yourself! 


SceTie 4. 

ORESTES. 

'^Vas that Hermione I saw and heard f 

She for whom flow’d the blood that I have shed ? 

Did she not call me traitor, murderer ? 

Am 1 Orestes ? And is 'P'yrrhus slain ? 

Was reason’s light extinguish’d in my heart 
That 1 should kill a king whom I revere, 

In one day violate a sovereign’s rights. 

An envoy’s office, and all human ties, 

Profane the altars where he stood at bay. 

And turn a sacrilegious regicide ? 

And all for one who knows no gratitude. 

Who made me vow to slay him, or she ne’er 
Would see me more. When 1 have done the task 
Her fury set, she taunts me with his blood' 

She loves him! As a monster looks on me t 
Far from mine eyes for ever she withdraws, 

And in her thankless flight leaves me for hire 
H^mes^of reproach, inci^d to please her rage! 


Scene 5. 

Obestes, Ptlades, Soldiers or Orestes 

PYLADES. 

We must depart, and leave this palace, Sir; 

Or be content never to leave at wl. 

Our Greeks defend the gate one moment more. 

Ere our pursuers* forces grow too strong. 

All here obey Andromache’s commands. 
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Tkey trepit her as thei# queen, and us aa foes: 

And she herself, stubborn while I^rrhus lived. 

All duUes of a i^ithful widow pays, 

Ahd ui^s vengeance, haply all the more 

That Hect(Mc’s shade too claims the blood of Greece. 

Pet us not wait, then, till they hem us round; 

Our men will join us, and, while all the crowd 

tetill gaze and gape upon Hermionei 

We may pass t^ro* in ^ety. Come this way. 


ORESTES. 

No, friends ; it is Hermione I fain 
Would follow, her last sentence can I not 
, Survive. Go; let me expiate my crime. 


i^Hermione! Forget her. Would you still, 
The instrument and object of her ra^e, 
Invite fresh insult e’en among the dead ? 
And, because she dies, must you perish too ? 


ORESTES. 

She dies! Ye gods, what is it that I hear ? 

PYLADES. 

Did you not know ? We met her, as we came; 
With hurrying feet, and frenzy in her eyes, 

, She sought the temple, and found Pyrrhus borne 
By soldiers whom his blood to vengeance roused: 
Doubtless that sight stirr’d madness too in her. 
We saw her, as we stood above the gate, 

O’er I^rrhus bending low, dagger in hand; 

Then^ eyes uplifting, plunge it in her breast, 

And fau. 

ORESTES. 

Ah, Heav’n has been pleased t* inflict 
Woes worse than I had look’d for! Never turn’d 
One moment from relenidess punishment. 

The gods have made my agony supreme. 
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found delight devising miseriefi, 

That I might serve as an example meet 
Of wrath celestial, bom to wretchedness. 

Well, I have drain’d the cup. and die content. 

Where are the lovers ? To complete my joy, , 

Let me be drown’d in blood, their own and mine. 

Let me behold them as they both expire 
And three hearts be united, that were long 
Discordant— * ^ 

But what thickness of black mght 
Enshrouds me suddenly! What horror thrills 
Thro’ all my frame, with no way of escape! 

Thank heav’n! I see a glimmeripg light. ’Tis blood, 
Streams of red blood all round me! 

PYLADES. 

Ah, my lord! 


ORESTES. 

What, Pyrrhus! Must I meet thee everywhere ? 
How has my hated rival ’scaped his wounds ? 

Hold, I have yet a stroke reserved for thee. 

But what is this ? Hermione, with arms 
Encircling, tears him from the threaten’d blow! 

Ye ^ods! What frightful looks she casts on me! 
Serpents and fiendish faces dog her steps. 

Why are your hands outstretch’d. Furies of Hell ? 
Whom do these snakes, that hiss above your heads. 
Threaten, to sting ? What means this horrid train ? 
Come ^e to bear me to eternal night P 
So be it, to your rage Orestes yields. 

But no, leave vengeance to Hermione; 

’Twere better that she tear me limb from limb, 

Yea, and devour the heart I offer her!,, 

PYLADES. 

Friends, he has lost his senses. While there’s time, 
'Let’s take advantage of this fit, and save 
prince. Our efforts will be vain if once 
His madness here with consciousness return. 



THE LITIGANTS. 


A COMKDY. 




1JMKUJLIUU4.1UJN TU TJlCi JjITIGAOTS. 

• 

T his play, which is neither a comedy nor a farce but 
has elements in common with each, was first per¬ 
formed in 1668 at Paris, and afterwards at Versailles. Its 
humour in a great measure depends updh the mock gravity 
which masks its ridiculous features; the language and 
style are those of comedy, while the tone of exaggeration 
and the absurdity of the situations belong more fitly to 
burlesque. It is a French adaptation of The Wasps ** of 
Aristophanes, to which the wit of Pabelais and of Fureti^re 
(author of the “ Boman Bourgeois ”) have contributed not 
a little. Bacine*s own experience of law and lawyers was 
derived from the suit in which he had been involved about 
the Priory of Epemay, during the course of which he 
picked up a number of barbarous terms, ** which,’* to quote 
his own words, “neither my judges nor I ever properly 
understood.” 

“Les Plaideurs,” though it fell rather flat at ^r8t,,haB 
proved to be by far*the most popular of all Bacine’s 
plays. 



CHARACTERS. 


Dandiit, a judge, 

Liisavdjsr, son of Dafidin, 
C'hicanrau, a citisien, 

IsABEi^r^B, daughter of Chicaneau, 
A Countess. 

Pktit-Jkan, a house porter. 
X.*lNT]ii£, a clerk. 

A Prompter. 


The scene is laid in a town of Lower Korinandj. 



THE litigants. 

* • 

A COMEDY. 


ACT I. 

Scene 1. 

Petit-Jean (hauling along a hig hag full of law papers). 

Oh, what a fool is he who trusts the future: 

Who laughs at morn will cry before the night. 

A judge took me, last year, into his service,— 

Fetch’d me from Amiens to be Swiss porter. 

These Normans thought to laugh at my expense : 

When we’re with wolves, one learns to howl, they say. 

I played a wily hand, tho* a poor Picard, 

And crack’d my whip loudly as an^ other. 

All the fine gentleiihen would, hat in hand. 

Call me good Mr. Petit-Jean, with flatteries 
Long as your arm. But honours without coin 
Are naught. I acted like a play-house porter; ^ 

In vain they knock’d, and bow’d with heads uncover’d. 
Save with the silver key, they might not enter. 

No money,—^then no Swiss, to unlock the door. 

*Tis true my master’s pocket took a scantling; 

Sometimes there came a reckoning. ’Twas my charge 
To purchase hay, and candles for the house; 

I did not lose by that, at all events; 

I might have bought the straw into the bargain. 

His heart was too much in his work, however,— 

The more’s the pity,—first in court, and last. 

Each day, and often quite alone j believe me. 
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fle*d like to sleep there without sup^or morsel 
, I’d say at times,—" Dear Mr. Perrin Dandin, 

5 Excuse my freedom, you get up too earljr. • 

He who would trarel far should spare his steed; 

Drink, eat, and sleep, and make a fire to last.” ' 

He took no heed. And so well have his vigils 
' Bepaid him, that they say his brain is crack’d. 

One up, ore down, be wants to judge us all. 

. He’s ^ways mumbling some strango gibberish, 

1 know not what, and will, by hook or crook, 

Take with him into bed his wig and gown. 

He had his cock killed, in a fit of rage, 

Because it didn’t wake him up in time: 

He said, a suitor, whose affair went ill, 

Had with a bribe corrupted the poor bird. 

Poor man, this sentence did him little good. 

His son all talk of business has tabooed: 

He makes us guard him closely night and day, 

Or else,—good-bye, he’s off, and in the court! 

Heav’n knows, he’s quick enough to give the slip. 

And I,—^no sleep for me, I’m growing thin, 

Wretchedly thin; I stretch my arms and yawn. 

But watch who will, this bag shall be my pillow: 

To-night, i’ faith. I’ll take my ease for once! 

No one can blame me sleeping in the streets. 

Let’s go to sleep. ^ 

[He lies down on the gi 


Scene 2. 

L'Intihe, Petit-Jbaw. 
l’intimA 

What ho! Frimid Petit-Jean! 

petit-JEAN. 

t’lntim^! 


{Aside.) He's afraid Pm catching cold. 
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l)3tj stam t What brings you in the street so early ? 

•k 

Ipetit-jeah. 

Tm not a stora, to stand upon one leg. 

For eyer on the watch, hearing him shout. 

What bellows too! I think the maif s possess’d. 


Excellent! 


l’intime. 


PETIJ-JEAN. 

When I scratch my bead, and tell him 
I’d like to go to sleep, he gravely says ,—^ 

** Lodge a petition how you wish to sleep.” 

It makes me sleepy but to talk of it. 

Good night. 

l’intime. 

Good night, forsooth! Deuce take it, if— 
But hark, I think I hear a noise up there. 


Scene 3. 

Dandin, L’IntimI, Petit.Jean. 

DANDiN (at the window). 

Petit-Jean! L'lntim^ I 

(to petit-jean). 
Hush! 

DANDIN. 

I’m alone. 

keepers prove defaulters, Heav*n be prais’d 
Give time enough, they’ll enter an appearance. 
Now for a gaol delivery thro* the window. 

Out of tliA noiirt tliArA t 
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bacine'i^ wore! 


+ ' 

irr I. 


l’intim] 

Ha! Well jump’d! 


Thieves ? Thieves! 


PETIT-^JEAN. 


DAKDIN. 


PETIT-JEAN. 


You’re caught, Sir! 


_ w 

We’ve got you now, and won’t let go. 


L'lNTfSTfe. 


There’s no good bawling. 


DANDIN. 


Help! They’re murdering me. 


Scene 4 

Leandee, Dandin, L’Intime, Petit-Jean. 


LEANDEB. 

I hear my father in the street. Quick, lights! 
Father, what brings you out at such an hour ? 
Whithor away so fast ? 


DANDIN. 

I want to judge. 

\ 

LEANDEB. 

Judge whom ? The world’s asleep. 


petit-jean. 

Except myself. 


LEANDEB. 

Wliy, what a heap of bags! They’re all about him. , 
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DANDIN. 

It will be quite tliree months ere I come back, 
Ani these are my provisions,—bags and papers. 

r 

leaI^deb. 

But, you’ll want food. 


, DANDIN. 

There’s a refreshment stall. 

LEANDEB. 

Wliere will you sleep then,"father? 

DANDtN. 

On the beiK'h. 

LEANDEB. 

No, father; you’d much better stay at home. 

Lie in your own bed, eat at your own table. 

Listen to reason, and let that persuade you; 

And for your health— 


DANDIN. 

I like to be unwell. 

LEANDEB. 

You’re bad enough already. Take some rest: 
You’ll soon be nothing but mere skin and bones. 

DANDIN. 

Rest ? Would you have me rule myself by you ? 
Think you a judge has nought to do but pace 
The streets like any fop, and make good cheer, 
Gambling by day, and dancing all the night ? 

!7o, money does not drop into one’s hands; 

Hach of your ribbands costs me an award, 
let you’re asham’d to be a judge’s son, 
l.nd'ape tilie nobleman. l>andin, my friend, 
iee ihe.ancestral portraits on my walls, 


o 
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All of them wearing the judicial r^bes; 

No other line is half so good ; compare 
A judge’s fees with what a marquis getsj 
Wait till the year’s end, and then count our gains. 

A nobleman’s no better thau^ pillar 

Inside my hall! The smartest swell among them 

Will stand there blowing on his frozen fingers. 

His nose close muffled, or a hand thrust down 
Into his pocket; and to warm hiipself p 
He’ll turn my spit. That’s how they fare. Poor boy, 
Your angel mother never taught you so. 

My Babonnette, I weep to think of her, 

How.not a single sitting she would miss, 

How all her life she never left my side, 

And took away fvll often Heav’n knows what: 

She would have rather pocketed the napkins 
The waiter brought, than gone home empty-handed, 

That’s how to raise a family! Begone; 

You’re nothing but a fool. 

leandeb. 

You’ll soon catch cold 

If you stand there. Take him back, Petit-Jean, 

Put him to bed, shut every door and window, 

Making all fast, and keep your master warm. 

PETIT-JEAN. 

You must have stronger railings fix’d up there. 

DANDIN. 

What! go to bed thus without legal forms! 

First get an order sign’d how I’m to sleep. 

LEANDEB. 

Lie down at least, pending proceedings, father. 

DANDIN. 

I’ll go; but mark me, to enrage you all 
I will not sleep a wink. 
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SCEKE 

LEANDBB. 

All well and good! 

Don’t let him be alone. Stay, L’Intime. 



Scene 5. 
Leandeb, 


LEANDEB. 

I wish to have some words Vith you in private. 
Fott’ll need a keeper next. 


LEANDEB. 

I need one now. 

Alas, I’m quite as crazy as my father. 


l’intimA 

You want to judge ? 


LEANDEB. 

{Pointing to laabelle^e dwelling,) 

Enough of mysteiy! 

You know that house tliere. 

l’intim£ 

Now I understand you. 
*Tis early in the day to gfj a-courting. 

You want me to discuss Miss Isabelle; 

I’ve told you often she’s discreet and pretty; 

But then consider Ohicaneau, her father, 

Consumes in lawsuits well-nigh all her fortune. 

He sues each man he meets. I think he’ll bring 
All France before the bar ere he has done. 

He’s taken lodgings next door to his judge. 
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One would be always pleading, and’the other * 

Still on the bench; nor will your ease be settled 
Till he has sued you all, priest, lawyer, bridegrooi 

LEANPEB. 

I Ifnow’t as well as you; in spite of all 
I die for Isabelle. , 

L’lNrruri.,, 

Well, marry her. 

Tou only have to speak, and it is done. 

LEAND^. 

Not quite so soon as you imagine. No, 

Her father is a Talftar, mid I dread him. 

Unless you are an usher or attorney, 

One may not see his daughter. She, poor girl. 

Shut up at home, as in a prison, mourns 
While youth is spent in vain regrets, her portion 
In lawsuits, and my passion's flame in smoke. 

Yes, he will ruin her, if this goes on. 

Now don't you know some honest forger fellow 
Who'll serve his friend—^for a consideration,— 

Some zealous bailiJl^ ? 


StiU to be had ? 


There are plenty of them! 

LEANUBB. * 


L'lNTIBff. 

Ah, Sir, if my poor father 
Were yet alive, he’d be the man to suit you. 

He made more in one day, than would another 
In six months. On his wrinkled brow were writ 
His exploits. He’d have stopp'd a prince’s carriage, 
.And taken him himself. He pocketed 
Nineteen of every twenty lashes given 
In the whole province. I’m my father’s son; ' 
.How can I help you Y 
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LEANDEB. 

You? 


Thau any bailiff. 


l’injime. 

Ay, better, maybe, 


J.EANDEB. 

jYould you serve her father 

With a false writ? 


L’lJfTIMB. 

H*m. 


LEANDEB. 

Give the girl a letter ? 

L’iNTIMfi. 

Both in my line. Why not ? 

LEANDEB. 

. Hark! Someone call - 

We’ll think of this some other time. 


Scene 6. 

Chicaxeau, Petit-Jban. 

CBIOAKEAU {going away and then coming hack). 

La Brie, 

Secure the house well, I shall soon return. 

^t no one mount the stairs while I’m away, 
we that this letter’s sent by next mail southward. 
Go and choose three fine rabbits from the hutches, 

^ them this forenoon to my attorney. 

H his clerk comes, give him a glass *of wine, 

^d let him have that bag beside my window. 

A 'wondex if that’s all. Oh! should there call 
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A tall, thin man,—^yon know him, serves as mtness 
And swears for me at need—asking to see me, 

Tell him to wait. The judge I fear’s gone out. 

It’s nearly four. But I will knock. 

PETIT-JEAN {half-opening the door). 

Wlio’s there ? ^ 


CHICANEATT. 

I^wish to see your master. 

PETIT-JEAN {shutting the door). 

Not at home. 

chicIneau {knocking at the dooi'). 
His secretary, can I speak a word to him ? 

PETiT-JEAN {shutting the door). 

No. 

CHiCANEAU {knocking again). 
Well, his porter ? 


PETIT-JEAN. 

I am he. 


My health, Sir. 


CBIOANEAU. 

, Pray drink 


PETIT-JEAN {takiTig money). 

Much good may it do you! 
(shutting the door). , But 

Eetum to-morrow. 


CHICANEAU. 

Give me back my money. 

In truth the world is getting sadly wicked. 

I’ve known the time when lawsuits gave no trouble I 
Six crowns well spent would win me half-a-dozen. 

It seems to me my whole estate to-day 
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SCENE 7. 

Would hardly be enough to bribe a porter. 

But 1 perceive the Countess of Pimbdsche 
Approaches, surely on some pressing business. 


Scene 7, 

Xhe 0ouj7tesb, Chicaneau. 

CHICANEAU. 

There*s no admittance, Ma'am. 

THE COUNTESS. 

I 

Bidn’K I say so Y 

T faith my lackeys make me lose my senses. 

%:old as I will, they won’t get up for me; 

And all the household sleeps till 1 awake it. 

CHICANEAU. 

He must have told his servant to deny him. 

THE COUNTESS. 

I’ve tried to get a word with him these two days, 
But all in vain. 

CHICANEAU. 

My adversary’s strong. 

And makes me fear. 

THE COUNTESS. 

After my treatment, you. Sir, 

Must not complain. 

CHICANEAU. 

Bight's on my side, however. 

THE COUNTESS. 


Ah f what injustice! 
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CHICANBAU. 

I appeal to you. Ma’am. 

THE COUNTESS. 

Sir, you should know the shameful treachery— 

^HICANEAU. 

A trivial cause at bottom— 

THE COUNTESS. 

liet me tell you— 

CHICANEAU. 

The facts are these. Some twenty years ago 
A certain donkey cross’d a field of mine. 

Boil’d ill the grass, and did a lot of damage; 
Against him then 1 lodged an information. 

Had him arrested, and an arbitrator 
Named. At two trusses he assess’d the damage 
Hone to the hay. A year pass’d by, and then 
1 found myself non-suited, and appeal’d. 

They sued upon the judgment, till the case 
Came on for hearing.—Madam, mark this well— 
Hrolichou—let me tell you he’s no fool,— 

Gets, at some cost, a judgment on request. 

And so I gain my case. What happens then ? 
The Wickster on his side stops execution. 
Meanwhile another incident occurs; 

Hefendant’s fowl invades the self-same meadow,— 
Order of Court to draw up a report 
Of how much hay a hen can eat a day,— 

Added to previous case.. Things being thus 
“ In statu quo,” the hearing is ref err’d 
To April eighth or ninth, year fifty-six. 

I take fresh action, furnish and procui’e 
Pleas, declarations, ai-guments, and warrants, 

• Ex])ert8' reports,, injunctions, writs of error, 

' Statements of grievance, and fresh evidence, 

With afiidavit», royal letters patent. 
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And co^utations. Tliftn a dozen rules. 

And writs are issued; we produce new proofs, 

And replicationa follow. Judgment giv’n,— 

I lose my case with costs—three hundred pounds 
To pqy! Is that the justice of the law ? 

And after twenty years! I’ve one resource left; 

The Court of Chancery is open to me. 

I won't give in. But you, as I perceive, • 

Have a suit pending ? • 

THE COUNTESS. 

\yould to Heav’n I had I 

CHICANEAU, 

111 burn my boats! 

THE COUNTESS. 

I- 

CHICANEAU. 

Pay three hundred pounds ! 
All for a truss or two of hay ! 

' THE COUNTESS. 

My lawsuits 

lave all been stopp’d, tho’ there were only left 
our or five little ones—against my husband, 
ty father, and my children. Oh! the pity of it! • 
bey spared no dirty trick that could be tliuught of. 
or w^ that all; they’ve got a judge’s order 
y which I am restrain’d,—my food and clothing 
‘ovided me,—from going to law again. 

CHICANEAU. 

om going to law ? 


THE COUNTESS. 

Yes, Sir, from going to law. 


it’s monstrous 1 


CHICANEAU. 
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[act I. 


THE COUNTESS. 

Sir, I’m driven to despair. 

CHICANEAU. 

f 

To tie the liands of such a noble lady! 

But the allowance, Madam, is it large ? 

t 

THE COUNTERS. 

*Twould keep me very comfortably. Sir., 

Bat life is worthless without going to law. 

CHICANEAU. 

Shall knaves then eat us up, body and soul, 

And we say nothing V Tell me, please, how long 
It is since you began. 


THE COUNTESS. 

I can’t remember, 

*Ti8 thirty years or more. 

CHICANEAU. 

Tliat’s not so long. 


THE COUNTESS. 

Alas! 

CHICANEAU. 

And what may be your age,? Your looks 
Seem young. 

THE COUNTESS. 

Some sixty years. 


To plead in courts. 


CHICANEAU. 

Just the right age 


THE COUNTESS. 

Let them go on! They’ll find 
They have not seen the end of me. I’ll sell 
The last stitch off my back sooner than yield. 




SCENE 7.1 


THE LITIGANTS. 


2C3 


CRICANEAir. 

Listen! Til tell you what you ought to do, 

THE ^OUNTESS. 

I trust you, Sir, as if you were my father, 

CHICANBAU.* 

rd have you ^e my jifdge,— 

« 

THE COUNTESS. 

♦ Yes, Sir, 1*11 go. 

CHICANEAU. 

Cast yourself at his feet,— 


I'm quite resolved. 


THE COUNTESS. 

Yes, there I*II fall. 


CHICANEAU. 

Be kind enough to hear me. 


THE COUNTESS. 

Yes. yes, you comprehend my situation. 

* 

CHICANEAU. 

Have you done. Madam ? 

THE COUNTESS. 

Yes. 


CHICANEAU. 


And without ceremony— 


Then seek my judge. 


THE COUNTESS. 

Ah, how good 


4 

You are I 
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[act I. 


CHICANBAU. 

If still you speak, I must be silent. 

THE COUNTESS. 

'You oveqjower me with gratitude. 

CHICANEATT. 

Get access to my judge, and say— 

THE COUNTESS. 

Yes. 


CHICANEAU. 


You are again! Say to him; Sir— 


There 


THE COUNTESS. 


Tie me— 


1 say I won’t. 


No, never. 


Yes, Sir. 

CHICANEAU. 

THE COUNTESS. 

I won’t be tied. 

CHICANEAU. 

What stuff and nonsense I 

i 

THE COUNTESS. 

CHICANEAU. 

You have strange fancies, Madam. 

THE COUNTESS. 


CHICANEAU. 

Wait till you have heard me out. 



SCENE 7.] 


THE LITIGA-NTB. 


0 

THE COUNTESS. 

I’ll go to law, or know the reason whv. 


, CHipANEAU. 

But— 

THE COUNTERS. 

But I’ll never let them tie me, Sir— 


CHICANEAU. 

When once a woman’s head has got a craze— 


Crazy yourself! 


THE COUNTESS. 


CHICANEAU. 

Madam! 


THE COUNTESS. 

Tie me, indeed! 


Madam! 


CHICANEAU. 


THE COUNTESS. 

The fellow grows impertinent. 


* CHICANEAU. 

But, Madam, 

THE COUNTESS, 

Rascal, with his dirty tricks. 

Advising me! 

CHICANEAU. 

Madam! 


THE COUNTESS. 

With all his talk 

About a donkey! Go, and watch your hay. 
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c 


CHICAKBAU. 

This is too much! 


THB COUNTESS. 

Foci! 


[liCTI, 

0 


COIICANEAU. 

« 

Oh, for witnesses^ 


Scene 8* 

PETIT-jEANf THE CoUNTESS, ChICANEAU, 
PETIT-JEAN. 

A pretty row they’re making at our door! 

Go, and raise storms of this sort farther off. 

CHICANEAU. 

Be witness, Sir— 

THE COUNTESS. 

This gentleman’s a fool. 

CHICANEAU. 

You hear her; pray remember that eipression. 

PETIT-JEAN (to the Countess). 

You oughtn’t to say that. 

THE COUNTESS. 

He’s a fine fellow 

To call me crazy! 

PETIT-JEAN. 

Crazy! That was wrong. 

Why do you call her names ? 



8C£2<3!^ 8.1 

■ K . J 


THE ItinOANTS* 


That I was givirig her. 


'IcHICANEAU. 

’Twas good advice. 

PETIT-JEAN. 

Oh, indeed! 


THE COUNTESS. 


Should get tied up"! 


That I 


All that I had to say. 


PETIT-JEAN. 

Pie, Sir! 

CHICANEAU, 

She would not hear 

PETIT-JEAN. 

Pie, Ma’am! 


THE COUNTESS. 


To be abused by him ? 


Am I 


CHICANEAU. 

A scold! 


PETIT-JEAN. 

Peace 

THE COUNTESS. 

Villain! 

CHICANEAU. 

^^0 dares not go to law! 

THE COUNTESS. 

\ ^ What’s that to you ? 

Abominable swindler, meddler, thief! 
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' ' ■ , * 

PETIT'-JEAK. 

Stop, stop! 

CHICANEAU. 

Whv that beats ! Ten thousand devils \ 
Bailiffs! police! 

COUNTESS. 

Oh, for a constalble! ^ 

PETIT-JE \N. • 

c 

They must be all tied up, plaintiffs and judge. 


ACT II. 

Scene 1. 

Leandee, L’Intisie. 
l’intimk. 

I can’t do everything; there’s one stroke more 
Needed; and you must plajjr the magistrate. 

If I’m the officer. If you’ll but don 
A gown and follow in my steps, you’ll find 

to hold converse. Change that auburn wig. 
These people do not know of your wcistence. 

And when they come to wait upon your father. 

Day will have scarcely dawn’d. You’ve cause to praise 
That precious Countess whom my lucky star 
Brought just when she was wanted. Seeing me, 

She fell into the trap, and bade me serve 
A writ on Chicaneau, and summon him . ( 

Before the Court for certain words of his, 

Whereby he wish’d to make her pass for mad. 

Too mad to be at large, ivith other insults 
Such as are wont to garnish writs of slander. 

But you say nothing of my fine get up. 

Don’t I look like a sheriff’s officer ? ] 
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Ay, that you do! 


LEANDEB. 

l’intime. 


I can’t tlynk how it is, 

1 feel*[’m twenty times the man I was. 

Well, here’s the writ, and here, Sir, is your letter 
Miss Isabelle shall have it, that 1 pibmise. 

But if you’d ha^e this mya.rriage contract sign’d, 
You must present yourself without delay. 

Pretend to make inquiries on the matter. 

While making love under her father’s nose. 


LEANDEB. 

Don’t let the writ change places with tht* letter 


No. He shall have the writ, and she the “ billet ” 
Go in, 

(L’Intim]^ goes and knocks at Isabelle’s door ) 


Scene 2. 

Isabelle, L’Intime. 

ISABELLE. 

Who knocks ? * 

l’intim^. 

A friend. 

(Aside.) The voice Is hers, 

’Tis Isabelle. 

ISABELLE. 

Who is it. Sir, you want ? 
l’intimjS. 

I have a little writ here; grant me, please, 

The honour. Miss, of serving it on you. 

I. p 
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[act 


BACIirB's WOBKB. 




ISABELLE. 


>!Eixcii8e me, Sir, I cannot imderstand it; 
father will be here soon; speak to him. 


l’int^^. 

Is he not then within, Miss? 


ISABELLE., ^ 

Ko, he’s not. 
l’intime. 

The warrant, Miss, is made out in jour name. 

ISABELLE. 

You, doubtless, take me. Sir, for someone else. 

I never went to law, but know its cost; 

And if the world loved it no more than I do, 

You and your like would need some new employment. 
Farewell. 

l’intim:^. 

But, pray, allow— 

ISABELLE. 

ril allow nothing. 
l’intime. 

This is no writ. 

ISABELLE. 

Nonsense! 

L’lNTiaci. 

It is a letter. 

ISABELLE. 

l’intime. 

But read it 


That’s worse. 
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ISABELLE. 

No, you shall not catch me. 




The gentleman who wrote it was— 


ISABELLE. 


Farewell, Sir. 


Leander. 


l*intim£. 


ISABELLE. 

Not so loud. Who, did yoif say ? 
l’intim^. 

It*s hard to make her Hsten; faith, T’m now 
Quite out of breath. 

ISABELLE. 

Oh, pardon my surprise; 

L’Intimc, give it. 

l’intime. 

You’d have slamm’d the door 

^ight in my face. 

ISABELLE. 

WTio would have known 'tWas you 
In this disguise ? Give it. 

l’intih]^. 

I like politeness. 


Please, give it. 


ISABELLE. 

l’intime. 
What a plague! 
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iSABELliB. 

Don't ^ve it then. 

Go, take your letter with you. 

Ii’lNTIilE. 

You shall have it. 

But next time don’t yo^ be in such a hurry. 


Scene 3. 

Chicane ATT, IsabewjE, L’Intime. 

CHICANEAU. 

Yes, yes; she call’d me fool and thief. I’ve charged 
A sherilTs officer to take my thanks, 

And I’ll soon serve her with a dainty dish. 

I should be vex’d were I obliged to send 
A second time, or if she she sued me first. 

But who is this man talking to my daughter ? 

She reads a letter: it must be a lover’s. 

I will go near. 

ISABELLE. 

Shall I believe your master ? 

Is he sincere ? 

l’intim^. 

’ , . He cannot sleep o' nights, 

No more than your papa; he’ll— ® 

{perceiving Chicaneau.) 

Make you see 

How those gain nought who go to law with him. 

ISABELLE {perceiving Ohioan bait). 

^ My father! 

{To Ii'Intime.) 

You may tell them, if they sue, 

I can defend myself. 

{Tearing the letter^ 

Stay, look you, thus 
I treat the writ you bring me. 
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*CHICANBAH. 

What is this ? 

It was a writ that she was reading then. 

She’ll yet dp credit to her family. 

And told her own! Come t8 my arms, my child! 
FU buy you The Complete Guide to the Law.” 
But—^hang it all—writs shouldn’t hb tom up. 

isabelIe (to L’Intim^i). 

I fear them not, and you may say as much: 

Ay, let them do their worst: it won't disnlease me. 

CHICANEAU. 

Don’t vex yourself, my dear. 

ISABELLE (to L’InTIME). 

Gt)od day, Sir. 


Scene 4. 


Chicaneau, L'Intim^. 


l’ixtim]^ (pr^aring to wrUe). 
1 must draw up a statement. 


Now then. 


•CHICANEAir. 

Sir, excuse her: 

She’s ignorant; and I can piece together 
These fragments, if you’ll kindly wait a moment. 

I 

l’intimA 

Na 

CHICANEAU. 

f 

X shall soon decipher it 

l’intihA 

m help you* 

Fte got another copy. 
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[act II 


CHICANEAU. 

Most obliging, 

Fm sure ! Somehow, the more I look at jou 
The less I’m able to recall you| face, c ^ 

Tho* I know heaps of bailiffs. 

L* INTIME. 

Make inquifies. 

I’m not a bad hand at my little jobs. • 

t 

CHICANEAU. 

May be. Who sent you ? 

l’intim^. 

A distinguish’d lady. 

Who much esteems you, and with all her heart 
Desires you to come, at my request. 

And say one word by way of reparation. 

CHICANEAU. 

Of reparation ? I have injured no one. 

l’intim]^. 

I well believe it, Sir; you are too good. 

t ^ CHICANEAU. 

What do you want then ? 

l’intim^. 

She would have you, Sir, 
Do her the honour, before witnesses. 

Of owning her possess’d of sound good sense. 

CHICANEAU. 

Good gracious! ’Tis my Countess! 

l’intime. 

^ At your service I 
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CHICANEAtT. 

Give her my bes|; respects. 

l’intime. 

\ thank you. Sir. 

» 

CHICANEATT. 

Tes, pray assure her I have sent a bailiff 
To satisfy her claims as she deserves. 

What! Is the injured party to be punish’d? 

Let’s see what song she sinj^s. H’ln—" The sixteenth 
Of January, for having falsely said, 

Prompted by evil motives, that the high 
And noble dame, the Coimtess of Pimbeeche, 

Ought to be kept in durance as insane, 

Be’t now declared th* above named Jeremy 
Shall straightway to th’ aforesaid lady’s house 
Betake himself, and before witnesses 
Not less than four, besides a notary. 

In a clear voice acknowledge her sound judgment.” 
Sign’d, “ Good.” Is he your sheriff ? 


l’intim^. 

(Aside.) 

I’ll face it out in brazen impudence. 

Vthicaneau. 


At your service. 


• • 


I never saw a writ sign’d “ Good ” before. 
Who’s Mr. Good ? 

L’lNTISli. 


Sir? 


CHICANEAU. 

I say you’re a rogue. 
l’intimi^. 

I beg your pardon, Tm an honest man. 
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[act II, 


CHICANEAtr. 

The most consummate knave ’tween this and Borne. 

■ 

l’intime. 

’Tis not for me to contradict ^u. Sir; 

But you will have to pay for defamation. 

X 

CHICANEAU. 

Pay ? Yes, with blows. 

^ l’iktim^. 

You are too gentle, Sir; 
You’ll pay me in good coin. 

CHICANEAU. 

My head will burst 
If he goes on. Take that! 

l’iktimb. 

A box on th’ ear! 

I’ll write it down, ** that the said Jeremy, 

With other outrages, struck me, a bailiff ; 

And thereby knock’d my hat into the mud.” 

CHICAXEAU {giving him a hick). 

Take that, too! 

l’intime. 

‘ ^ Thanks. As good, as ready money! 

I want some badly. ** Not content with that. 
Follow'd it up by giving me a kick.” 

Biuvo ! “ Moreover, the aforesaid Jeremy 
Tried, in a rage, to tear this present statement.” 
Come, my dear Sir, this goes on splendidly. 

Don’t stop. 

CHICANEAU. 

You rascal! 

Do just what you please. 

• Give me the stick next, if you would oblige me. 
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■' ,■ * »'f ' 

' OHiOANEAV (holding up a stick). 

Yes, that I will, and see if you’re a bailiff. 


(preparing to write). 

• * A 

Quick, hit me then. I have four hungry children. 


CHICANEAIT. 

Forgive me! ycsi're a bailiff, sure enough; 

But the most clever man may be deceived. 

I wrong’d you sadly, but will make amends: 

Yes, you’re a bailiff, Sir, a thorough bailiff. 

Your hand: such men as you have my respect; 
And my late father always brought me up 
In the fear of Heav’n, and of bailiffs, Sift 

l’intime. 

No, you don’t beat me on such easy terms. 

CHICANEAU. 

Don’t draw up a complaint. Sir! 

l’intime. 

Words of insult, 

A stick raised, ears box’d, and a kick! 


CHICANEAU. 

t 

dive them me back, please. 


Nay, rather 


l'intime. 

t 

t 

■ They are far too precious; 

I wWdn’t part with them for fifty pounds, 
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[act II. 


Scene 5. 

Leakdeb {dressed tis a magis^ate^t Chicanbajt, L’Intime. 

L’iNTIMi. 

Here coTnes his Worship, in the nick of time: 

Your presence. Sir, is just what we requii^. 

This gentleman has made me a small present. 

And giv’n me a tremendous box on th’ ear. 

LEANhEB. 

What you. Sir ? 

c l’intime. 

Me, I say. Itemy a kick ; 

Besides the names that he bestows on me. 

LEAEDEB. 

And have you witnesses ? 

L*INTIME. 

Put your hand here. Sir: 

Feel how my ear and cheek are tingling still. 

LEAEDEB. 

Ha! Taken in the act! assault and battery f 

chicaeeaxt. 

I*m in a nasty fix! 

l’ietime. 

His daughter, too, 

At least she said she was, tore up my writ. 

Saying she was pleased to get it, and defied us 
T?o do our worst. 

LEAEDEB {to LTeTIM]^). 

Then bring the daughter here. 

They seem a contumacious family. 



SCENE 6.] . THE LITIOANTS. ' 

, CHiCANBAiT {avide). 

These people must most surelj have bewitch’d me: 
May I be bang’d if 1 know one of them! 

lbaVdeb. 

Assault a bailiff! Here’s the little febeb 


Scene 6. 

Leandeb, Isabella Chicaneau, L’Intim^. 

l’intime (to Isabelle'^. 

D’ you recognize him ? 


leandee. 

Well, Miss, so it’s you 
Who just now treated with supreme contempt 
Our officer, and haughtily defied us. 

Your name, please. 

ISABELLE. 

Isabelle. 


Your a|^e ? 


Eighteen. 


But that’s no matter. 


LEANDEB. 

So. Write it down. 

ISABELLE. 


CHICANEATT. 

In fact a little more; 


LEANDEB. 

Say, have you a husband ? 
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No» Sir. 


ISABELLE. 
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[act U. 


2 ^^ 

LEAXDEB. , 

You’re laughing? Write down that she laugh’d* 

CHICANEAIJ. f 

Don’t talk of husbands, Sir, to girls like her; 

You’ve nought to do with family affairs. 

o 

IiEANDElb* f i 

Write that he interrupted. • 

r 

CHICAN^AU. 

Nay, I did not 

lutend to do so. Isabelle, take care 
What you say nex^. 

LEANDEB. 

Pray don’t alarm yourself. 

We do not wish to vex you; answer freely. 

Did not this bailiff here hand you a paper 
Just now? 

ISABELLE. 

That’s right, Sir. 

CHICANEAP. 

Good, and so he did, 

LEANPEB. 

And did you dare to tear it up unread ? 

ISABELLE. 

I read it, Sir. 

CHICANBAP. 

Ha! good again. 

1 

LEANDEB (to L’InTIM^). 

Write on. 

(To Isabelle.) 

What made you tear it ? 




9CEip: 6.] THE IiITIOA^TS. 

* ISABELI.E. 

Sir, I was afraid 
My father would take it to heart too iniich. 
And its pei;psal might inflame his wrath. 


CHICANEAU. 

And you’re the girl so frighten’d at the Law! 
Mere mischief. * • 

' LEAEDEB. 


So you did not tear the paper 
In scorn, or in contempt o^ those who sent it 
To you ? 

ISABELLE. 


I’ve neither anger nor contempt 

For them. 


LEANDEB (to LTkTIM^). 

Write that down. 


CHICAKEAU. 


She answers very well. 


She takes after me; 


LEANDEB. 

You show, however, 

An evident contempt f<jr men of law. 

ISABELLE. 

A lawyer’s gown used to offend my eyes. 

But that aversion now grows somewhat less. 

CHICANEAU. 

I^iat’s right, my child! You shall be married well, 
Aud .at no distant date—if it costs nothing. 

LEANDEB. 

You ihen consent to meet the claims of justice ? 


§21 
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[act n. 


ISABELLE. 

Sir, m do anytliing to give you pleasure. ^ 

L*INTIME. 

^ 0 

Sir, make her sign her name to that. 


LEANPEB. 

^ WilJ you 

Confirm your promise when occasion serves ? 


* ISABELLE. 

You may trust Isabelle to keep‘her word. 


LEANDEB. 

Sign then. That’s well, justice is satisfied. 
There now, will you, Sir, add your name ? 


CHICANEATJ. 

I sign, without a look, to all she says. 


With xdeasure 


LEAEDEB {aside to Isabelle). 

All has gone well. Success smiles on my wishes ; 
He signs a marriage contract in due form. 

And his own hand will prove his condemnation. 

, ^ CHiCANEAU (aside). 

What is he saying to her ? Charmed no doubt 
With her good sense. 

leandeb. 

Farewell. Be ever wise. 
As you are fair. My man, escort her home. 
Come, Sir. 

CHICAEEAU. 

Where now ? 


LEAKDEB. 

Where I shall lead yeu, $r. 
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But where ? 


C^ICANEAU. 



LEANDES. 

You*ll soon know. In the King’s name, come. 


CHICANEAU. 

What’s this ? 


Scene 7. 

Leandeb, Chicaneau, Petit-Jean. 

PETIT-JEAN. 

I say, has anybody seen 

My master ? Which way went he ? By the door, 
Or window? 

LEANDEB. 

Don’t tell me! 

petit-jean. 

His son is vanish’d; 

And for the father, deuce knows where he is. 

He kept on telling me he wanted “ spices; ” 

I, like a simpleton, ran to the pantry. 

To find the pepper-box ; and he, meanwhile, 
Bolted. 


Seem 8. 

% ' 

pANDiN (ai a garret window on the roof), Leandeb, 
Ghicaneau, L’Intim^, Pbtit-Jean. 

DANDIN. 

Peace! Silence in the Court, I say. 


Good Heavens! 


LEANDEB. 



t * 
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PETIT-JBAlf. 

Look, he's up there on l^he gutter. 


DANDIK. ^ 

Pray, who are you ? What it your business, Sirs ? 
Who are these gownsmen? Are you barristers? 
Speak. ^ * 

petit-jba;^. 

You will see, he’s going to judge the cats. 

t 

DANDIN. 

« 

It you have not yet seen my secretary. 

Ask him if he has told me of your case. 

t 

LBANDBR. 

I must get hold of him, and bring him down. 

Keep your eyes, bailiff, on your prisoner. 


Ho, you Sir! 


petit-jean. 

LEANDEB. 


Silence, if you love your life. 

And follow me. 


Scene 9. 

« 

The Countess, Dandin, Chicaneau. L’Intim^. 

DANDIN. 

Quick, what is your petition ? 
chicaneau. 

Without your order I have been arrested. 

THE COUNTESS. 

Good spacious! Is that he among the garrets i 
What is he doine there ? 
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l’intim^. 

Hearing petitions. 

Now is your chaiice. 

CHICANEAU. 

Sir, having been assaulted. 

And grievously maltreated, I come Ijere 
To make complaint to you. 

THE COUNTESS. 

As I do a[s<\ 

CHICANEAU AND THE COUNTESS. 

You see before you the offending party. 

L’lNTIM^i. 

*Faith, I will introduce my grievance tot». 

THE COUNTESS, CHICANEAU, AND I.’iNTIJM 

Sir, Tve a little writ to bring before you. 

CHICANEAU. 

Let us in turn prefer our several claims. 

THE COUNTESS. 

His claim, indeed! All that he says is falsehood. 

* DANDIN. 

What wrongs have you sustain’d ? 

THE COUNTESS, CHICANEAU, AND l’inTIAII^. 

The grossest slanders. 

l’intim^. 

And blows, Sir; which is more than they can say. 

CHICANEAU. 

One of your nephews is my cousin. Sir. 

I. Q 
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THE COUKTills. 

My case is known to Father Cordon, Sir. 

l’intime. 

Sir, I’m the bastard of your stu^eon-barber. 


And what are you ? 


DANDIN. 
THE COUNTESS. 

A Countess. 


L’lNTftl^. 


I’m a bailiff. 


ACT XL 


And I a burgess. 


CHICANEAU. 


DANDIN {retiring from the garret winding on the roof). 
Speak, I hear you all. 


Sir— 


CHICANEAU. 


li’lNTIMlg. 

Look you there! He has giv’n us the slip. 


Alas! 


THE COUNTESS. 


CHICANEAir. 


What’s this ? Is the Court closed already ? 
I’ve not had time to say two words to him. 
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the LiTiaAKTS. 


Scene 10. 


Iba^dib (/u> longer dreeted at a magirirale) 
the CoTOiisa, I’ISTIME. ’ 


leandes. 


Be kind enouglf to leav^us now in peace. 

CHICANEAir. 

Mayn’t I come in, Sir ? 


LEAirnEB, 

Not while I’m alive. 
CHICANEAH. 

80 ? I shall not occupy an hour • 

Or two, at most. ’ 

LSANDEB. 

There’s no admittance, Sir. 


THE COUNTESS. 

*** ***”* brawler, 

LEANDEB. 

You cannot be 'admitted. Madam. 


Yes, Sir, I will. 


THE COUNTESS. 
LEANDEB. 

Doubtful. 


THE COUNTESS. 

Tm sure of it. 

LEANDEB. 

How ? Thro* a window ? 


9‘? 


Chicaneau, 
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[act II. 


THE COITETEBS. 

Thro’ the door. 


LEANDEB. 


CHICANEATT. 


We’ll see. 


If I muU do so. I’ll stay here till midnight. 


Scene 11. 

LeANDEB» ChICANEAU, THE CotJNTESS, L’InTIMK, 

Petit-Jean. 

c 

PETIT-JEAN (to LeANDEB). 

No one will hear him now, do what he will. 

I’VO put him ill a room close to the cellar. 

LEANDEB. 

Cue word will do as well as will a himdrerh 
You cannot see my father. 

OHICANEAir. 

Oh, indeed! 

Wliat if I say I must ? And that’s the truth. 

• t (Dandin shows hifnself at the air-hole of the cellar.) 
But look, Heav’n sends him to our aid once more! 


Up from the cellar! 


LEANDEB. 

PETIT-JEAN. 

Surely he’s possess’d. 


CHICANEAU. 

Sir— 


DANDIN. 

But for you and your impertinence 
I should not be in here. 
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CHXCAEEAtr. 

Sir— 


Don’t bother. 


DANDIN. 

m 

Go away, 

CHICANEAH 

•Will yoA, Sir— 


DANDIN. 

• You split my heaa. 


CUICANEAU. 

Pve given orders— 

DANDIN. 

Hold your tongue, 14 ay. 

CHICANEA17. 

That there be sent you— 

DANDIN. 

Take him off to ])i'ison. 


A cask of wine. 


CHICANEAU. 

DANDIN. 

Pshaw! ril have none of it. 


Excellent muscat. 


CHICANEAU. 

DANDIN. 

Please, repeat your case. 


LBANDEB (to L’InTIM^). 

We inust encompass them on all sides. 


THE COUNTESS. 

Sir, 

Noting but lies is what you’ll hear from him. 
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[act II. 


BACINB’s WOBKd. 
CHICANEATJ. 

Sir, His ihe truth, I say. 

DANDIN. 

Zouiids, let her speak. 

THE COUNTESS. 

Pray, h^r me. Sir. 

DANDIN. 

, Allow me to take treath. 

THE COUNTESS. 

Sir— 

DANDIN. 

1 feel suffockted. 

THE COUNTESS. 

Please, look here. 

DANDIN. 

She*ll be the death of me. 

CHICANEAU. 

You drag me down! 

Take care. Pm falling. 

PETIT-JEAN. 

‘ ' Both, upon my word. 

Have fallen in the cellar. 

LEANDEB. 

Fly there, quick! 

Ifuu to their help. But I intend, at least, 

How Ohicaneau's inside, to keep him there 
Till morning. L*Intimc, take care of him. 

lHntime. 

The air>hole must be watch’d. 

LEANDEB.. 

Go, m do that. 
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Scene 12. 

The Couetess, Leandeb. 

I 

THE COUNTESS. 

The wretch will prepossess him in his farour. 

{Shi speaks through the cellar air-hole.) 
Pray, believe nothing that he tells you, Sir; 

He IB a liar, and has no witnesses. 

leAndeb. 

What’s that you say to them ? They may be dying 
For aught we know. 


the countess. 

He’ll make him swallow all 
He chooses. Let me enter. 

leandeb. 

No, you shan’t. 

the countess. 

I see the muscat wine works upon you. 

As much as on your father’s inclination. 

Patience, I will protest in legal form 
Against the judge, also/igainst the cask. 

LEANDEB. 

Go then,, and let us have a little peace. 

What fools! I never met such company. 
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Scene 13. 

Dandik, Leakder, L’Intim^. 
l’ietime. 

Where a^e you running, Sir ? You'll hurt yourself, 
Limping along like that. ^ 

c 

r DANDIN. 

I want to judge. 

LEANDEB. 

No, father; you illust let your wounds be dress’d. 
Quick, fetch a surgeon. 


DANDIN. 

Bring him into Court. 


Stop, father, stop! 


LEANDEB. 

DANDIN. 


Oh! I can see what's up; 
You mean to make of me just what you please. 
Casting off filial reverence and regard; 

You wUl not let me judge a single case. 

Have ^one, and take this bag; be quick. 


LEANDEB. 

There, gently. 

My father. We must find some compromise. 

If judging is your only joy in life. 

And you feel bound to sit upon the Bench, 

There is no need to leave your house for that; 

Fulfil your favorite office here with us. 


DANDIN. 

Don't ridicule a judge's dignity: 

I do not wish to be a dummy. Sir. 
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* LEANDEB. 

Nay, you shall j}idge, and that without appeal. 

In civil causes as in criminal. 

You can bQjid sittings twice a day, and all 
That*pa8ses in our midst brought before you. 
A servant brings a dirty glass,—you fine him; 

Or if he breaks one, you award a wlflpping. 

DANDIN. 

That's something. It deserves conaiderdtion. 

But who’s to pay me for my services ? 

B 

L'EANDER. 

Their wages will be your security. 

DANDIN. 

That’s to the point. Your scheme seems feasible. 

LEANDEB. 

And as regards a neighbour— 


Scene 14. 

Dandin, Leandbb, L’Intime, Petit-Jean. 


•petit-JEAN. 

Stop, there! Catch him! 

LEANDEB (to L’InTIMIK). 

Ah! Have you let my prisoner escape ? 


l’intime. 

No fear of that. 

PETIT-JEAN. 

1 am undone—your dog— 
(linger—has just run off with a fat capon. 

And eaten it. One can keep nothing from him. 
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^ ' • 

leandbb/ 

0 

Good, here’s a case for him to try. Help! Bun I 
All join in the pursuit, and catch the thief. 

DANI^N. 

No noise. Arrest th’ offender quietly. 

LEANDEB. 

*rhi8 household robl)er must be judged severely, 

And made a notable example, father. * 

I 

DANDIN. 

f 

With due formalities I wish th* affair 
To be conducted, with opposing counsel; 

And there are none. 

LEABDEB. 

Well, we must make some then. 
There are your porter and your secretary; 

They will prove first-rate advocates, I fancy j 
They’re very ignorant. 

l’intim#.. 

Oh, not at all, Sir; 

I’ll send him fast asleep as well as any. 


PETIT-JEAN. 

Don’t expect much from me, for 1 know nothing. 

- K f 

LEANDEB. 

This is your first case. We’ll prepare it for you. 

PETIT-JEAN. 

But 1 can’t read. 


LEANDBB. 

Then you shall have a prompter. 


DANDIN. 

. Let’s go, and make us ready. We must close 
Our eyes to bribes, our ears to all corruption. 
You, Master Petit-Jean, are for the plaintiff; 
And Master L’Intime for the defendant. 
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i- 


ACT III. 

8(^ne 1 . 

Leandee, Chicaneau, the Pbompteb. 

\JHICANEATJ. 

Yes, Sir, 'twas thus, I say, they treated me. 

1 knew not either ma^^strate or tipstaff. 

*Tis true, each word I speak. 

LEANDEB. 

Yes, I believe you; 

But were I you, I'd let the matter drop; 

You should not drive them to extremities, 

Oi* you will do yourself more harm than them. 

You’ve spent three quarters of your whole estate 
Already, Sir, in stuffing lawyers’ bags; 

And in a vain pursuit that only harms you— 

CHtCANBAU. 

Indeed, you give me excellent advice. 

And 1 intend, ere long, to profit by it. 

But, first, I crave your kindly offices. 

Since your good father will give audience soon 
To suitors, I will fetch my daughter hither; 

Let her be question’d, she will speak the truth, 

And answer better than myself can do. 

LEANDEB. 

Go then; when you come back, you shall have justice. 

THE PBOMPTEB. 

Queer fellow, this! 
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[act III. 


Scene 2. 

Leandcb, the Peomptee. < 
c 

LEANDEB. 

t 

c My scheme’s perhaps a strange one; 
But my poor father’s craze is desperate, ^ 

And we must get up something to deceive him. 

I have another purpose, too, and wish 
This madman, so outrageously ytigious. 

To lose his suit. But here come all our people. 


Scene 3. 

Dandin, Leandee, L’Intim^ and Petit-Jean {dresaed 
as advocates), the Peomptee. 

DANDIN. 

Pray, who are you? 


LEANDEE. 

These are the advocates. 


And yo!i ? 


DANDIN {to the Prompttr). 

c 

THE PEOMPTEE. 

I come t* assist their memories. 


I see. And you ? 


DANDIN. 

LEANDEB. 

I represent the public. 


Begin then. 


DANDIN. 

THE PEOMPTEE. 

Gentlemen— 
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«PETn>JEAN. 

• Don’t speak so loud; 

For, if you prompt like that, they can’t hear me. 

Gentlemen— 

DA^DIN. 

Put your cap on, 

w 

PETIT-JEAN. 

• Oh, my lord— 

DANDIN. 

Put on your cap, I say. 

PETIT-JEAN. 

I know my pl^ce. 

DANDIN. 

Don’t put it on, then. 

PETIT-JEAN (puiiip^ on his cap). 

Gentlemen— 

(Tn the Prompter.) 
Be quiet; 

I know the first part of my speech all right. 

Gentlemen, when I carefully observe 
The mutability of mundane matters. 

And see amidst the various tribes of men 
Not one fix’d star, but many wandering orbs; 

When I behold the Cs^sars and their greatness; 

When I behold the sun, and view the moon; 

When I behold the rule of Babylwnia ‘ 

Pass from the Serpians ® to the Nacedonians; * 

When I see Lome * change from prespotic * pow'r 
To memocratic,* thence to monarchy; 

When I survey Japan— 

s 

l’intxme. 

When will the fellow 

Have done surveying ? 

* Babylonift. • Persians. * Macerlonfans, 

* Home. * Despotic. * Democratic. 
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PBTIT-JBAN.* 

C 

Why this iaterruption ? 

111 say no more. 

DANDIN. 

. • 

You meddliiig advocate, 

Why can’t you let him finish his exordium ? 

I was qujte feverish with desire to hear 
How from Japan he’d come back tq his cappn, 
When you thrust in your frivolous remark. 
Cqunsel, proceed. 

PETIT-JEAN. 

Ah, now I’ve lost the thread. 

• LEANDBB. 

Courage! Gk) on, you’ve made a fine bej^inning; 
But why d’ you let your arms hang at your side 
Like that, and stand stock still like any statue ? 
Come, rouse yourself, and show a little life. 

PETIT-JEAN (moving his arms up and doum) 
When—when I see—I see— 


LEANDEB. 

Say what you see. 

^ PETIT-JEAN. 

Zounds, I can’t hunt two hares at oilce, you know 


We read— 


THE PBOHPTEB. 

* 

PETIT-JEAN. 


We read- 


THB PROMPTER. 

In th* Metamorphoses— 


HhP 


[act III. 


PETIT-JEAN. 
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PBOSfPTER. 

Hl&t tll0 JletfilTUpgy.— 


—chosis- 


Stop. 


PETIT-JEAN. 

*Tlie Metempsy— 

THE PEOMPTER. 


f ^BTIT-JEAN. 

The chosis— 

THE PBOBfPTEB. 

Donkey! 

PETIT-JEAN. 

Donkey. 

THE PEOMPTEB. 

PETIT-JEAN. 

THE PBOlfPTEE. 


Silly idiot! 


Bolt. 


PETIT-JEAN. 

Silly idiot. 

THE PEOMPTEE. 

Dolt! 

*PETIT-JBAN. 


Stop I 


THE PBOlfPTEB. 

Pk^e upon you! 

PETIT-JEAN. 

_ • , Plague upon yourself! 

at that fellow with his lantern jaws! 

Go to the deuce! 


Tell me the facts. 


DANDIN. 

And you, come to the point; 
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[act III 


PETIT-JEAlf 

c 

Why beat about the bush ? 
They make me talk in words a fathom long. 

In words that reach from here to Jericho. 

Por my part I’ve no need of such ado 
In saying that a mastiff stole a capon, 

(Indeed there’s nothing that he won’t run off with,) 
And ate'it up,—^the finest in the yard. 

The first time that I find him theib again, 

His trial shall be short, I’ll crack his skull. 

f 

LEANDEB. 

A fine conclusion,—worthy of the prologue! 

* PETIT-JEAN. 

It’s plain enough, find fault with it who may. 

DANDIN. 

Call witnesses. 

liEANDER. 

That’s easier said than done. 

For witnesses cost dear, or won’t come forward. 

PETIT-JEAN. 

We’ve got some, all the same,—^beyond reproach. 

* DANDIN. , 

Produce them, then. 

PETIT-JEAN. 

I have them in my pocket: 
Look here, I've got the capon’s head and legs, 

See then, and jfidge. 

l’intime. 

Nay, I object. 

DANDIN. 


What’s your objection ? 


All right. 
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They're from Maine, my lord. 

DANDIN. 

Ah, tme; they hatch them by the dozen there. 

j ' l'ibtimjb. 

My lord— 

DANDIN. 

Will you be long, Sir ? Tell me that. 

I r^lly cannot say. 

DANDIN. 

' At least, he's honest. 

l'intimib (rising to a scream). 

Whate’er can daunt a prisoner at the bar. 

All that to mortals shows most terrible, 

Fortune appears to have array’d against us, 

InHsloquence and partisanship. For 
While on the one hand the deceased's renown 
Alarms me, on the other my opponent 
With practised tongue confounds. 

DANDIN. 

, Pray, Sir, subdii^ 

Your own o'erpowering accents, if you please. 

l'intihe (in an ordina/ry tone). 

I will; I'ye many others. 

' ‘ (in a soft tone of voU:e, 

' But howe'er 

His sounding periods fill me with mistrust. 

And.the deceased one’s fame; yet stdl, my lord, 

1 rest my hopes on your impartial mind. 

Before great Dandin innocence is bold, 

Before this Oato of our Norman soil; 

This Sun of Justice that is never dim ; 

coma dUs plaeuitf sed victa Catoni, 
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[act III 


DANDIN. 

Truly, he argues well. 

l’intime. 

So wiAout fear 

I speak, and advocate my righteous cause. 

In Aristptle’s work on “ Politics” 

It has been said full well— 

DANDIN. 

The question. Sir, 
Concerns a capon, and not politics. 

l’intimb. 

Yes, but the Stagirite’s authority 
Would prove that good and evil— 

DANDIN. 

I maintain 

That Aristotle has no locus standi here. 

Come to the facts. 

l’intimk 

Pausanias in his book— 

DANDIN. 

Discuss the facts. 

' *■ l’intimA 

Rebuffi— 


DANDIN. 

Facts, 1 say, 


The great James— 


l’intim^. 

DANDIN. 


Facts, facts, facts! 


l’intim]^. 


Harmenopul-*- " 
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DANDIN. 

I wUl sum up. 

l’intime. 

You are so fluicik, my lord. 

(speaking rapidly.) 

The facts are these. A dog invades»a kitchen, 

And finds a capon there of good proportions. 

Now, he for wlfora I sptak is very hungry, 

He against whom I speak lies ready pluck’d, 

Then he whose cause 1 plead, with stealthy step 
Draws near, and grabs him against whom I’ve spoken. 

A warrant’s issued, he’s arrested, counsel 
Are call’d, a day is fix’d, I am to speak, 

I speak, and I have spoken, There,—I’ve done ! 

UANDIN. 

Tut, tut! A pretty way to state a case! 

His pace is slow and stately while he utters 
Irrelevant remarks; but, when he comes 
To facts, he gallops. 

l’intime. 

The best part came first. 

DANDIN. 

Nay, worst. That’s not the proper way to plead. 

What say the public ? 

LEANDEB. 

Quite in th’ latest fashion. 

l’intime {in an impassioned tone). 

What happens next ? They come,—how do they come ? 
They chase my client, break into a house,— 

Whose house V Your house, my lord,—our judge’s house; 
The cellar is invaded, where we fled; 

We are accused of theft and brigandage, 

Dragg’d out, and given over to our foes. 

To Nbster Petit-Jean. You’ll bear me out, 

My lord, that in the Digest 8i quia canis ,— 



[act in. 


244 BACINE'S W0BK8. 

De vi —and paragraph ca^oniimst ^ 

The law condemns an outrage of this kinS; 

And even were it true my client Q-inger 
Had eaten all or part of the said capon, 

All he had done before should Jbe consider’d ' 
In mitigation of his punishment. 

When has my client merited rebuke H 
Has not your house by him been safely guarded ? 
When has he fail’d to bark at robbers* footi^teps ? 
Witness three proctors, who by Ginger hbre 
H^ their gowns tom. See, I produce the pieces. 
Will you have other proofs of his good conduct ? 

PBTIT-JEAW. 

Ah, Master Adam-<> 

l’intime. 

Peace! 


PETIT-JEAN. 

But, L’Intime— 


Peace! 


l'intime. 

PETIT-JEAN. 

You are growing hoarse. 


l’intimi:. ^ 

lieave me alone 


DANDIN. 

Compose yourself, and finish. 

l’intim:^: (in a drawling tone). 

Since I may,— 

Take breath,—and am forbidden,—to prolong,* 
My speech,—I will without prevarication 
Cottipendiously express, explain, unfold 
Before your eyes the transcendental truth 
Of this my cause, and of the facts involved. 
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^ * DANDIN. 

Let him say all, and say it twenty times. 

Bather than suck abridgment. Be you human, 

Or fiend incarnate, end—or Heav’n confound you I 

l’ietime. 

I 

DAEDIN. 

Ah!' 

l’intime. 

Ere the world was made- 

BAND IN. 

Let us get on. Sir, to the deluge. 

l’intime. 

Er( 

The world was made, before it was createa. 

The world and all the universe lay buried 
In the abyss of matter. Earth and Air, 

Water and Fire,—^all the elements. 

Heap’d in confusion, swallow’d up in spaee; 

A shapeless, indistinguishable mass 
Form’d one vast chaos, where no order reign’d; 

XJnUS beat TOTO NaTUBA£ -rULTUS IN ORBE, 

Quem OR^asci BixERE Ohaos, rubis inbioestaque moles. 

(Banbin goevto sleep, and tumbles off his chair,) 

LEANBER. 

Oh, father! What a fall! 

PETIT-JEAN. 

He’s fast asleep I 

LEANBER. 

Father, wake up. 

PETIT-JEAN. 


I’ve nearly done. 


n*— 


a_JO 
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[act hi. 


LEAKDER.*’ 

My father! 

DANDIN. 

Well, well, what is it ? What a man he is! 

I’ve never had so sound a najv before. 

LEANDEB. 

Olvo seAteuce, father. 

DANMN. 

• To the galleys with him! 

LEAKDEB. 

A dog sent to the galleys! 

DANDIN. 

Faith, I know 

Nothing about the matter. My head’s full 
Of chaos and confusion. 


l’intime {exhibiting some puppifs). 

Come, poor children, 
Come, cruel hearts would leave you fatherless; 
Come, let your inuocen< o for mercy plead 
Yes, here you may behold our misery ; 

Make us not orphans, give us back our father, 
0\ir father, he to whom we owe our life, 

Our father, who— < 

DANDIN. 

Quick, quick, take them away. 


Our father— 


l’intim:i&. 


DANDIN. 

What a hubbub * Take them off; 
They’re messing all the pla(‘e. 


l’intimd. 

See, we are weeping. 
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, LANDIN. 

My heart alreadysmelts with sympathy; 

Oh! 'tis a sight 40 touch a father’s heart! 

I’m terribly perplex’d. The truth is clear; 

Th’ o|^enc^is proved; he has himself confess’d ii 
But, if he be condemn’d, hoV hard the fate 
Of these poor children, left to charity! 

I’ve an engagement,—no one must disturb me. 


Scene 4. 

Dandin, Leandbe, Chioaneau, Isabelle, Petit-Jean 

L’Intime. * 

CHICANEAV. 

My lord— 

DANDIN (to Petit-Jean and L’InttmI?). 

Yes, I will hear you, and you only. 

(to Chicaneau 

Good day. But tell me, please, who is that child ? 

CHICANEAU. 

That is my daughter. 

DANDIN. • • 

Quick, then, call her back. 

ISABELLE. 

You are engaged. 

DANDIN. 

No matter, I assure you, 

(to Chicaneau 

You might have told me that you were her father. 

CHICANEAU, 

Sir— 
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BABDIN. ^ 

Let her speak, she knows your liusiness best. 

. {fo ISABELBE.) 

Speak, dear—How pretty, and what charming eyes! 

But that’s not all You must be wise as well ^ 

It does me good to see such y^uth and beauty. 

I’ve been a gay young fellow in my day. 

And be^n much talk’d about. 

ISABELLE.' , 

I well believe it. 


DANDIE. 

Tell me, now, who you wish should lose his cause. 


No one 


Speak 


ISABELLE. 

DANDIN. 

For you I will do anything. 

ISABELLE. 

I am sure I’m much obliged to you. 


DAEBIE. 

Hast ever witness’d anybody tortured? 

ISABELLE. 

No, and I trust I never shall, my lord 


BAEBIE. 

If you would like it, you shall see it done. 


ISABELLE. 

Ah! could one ever see poor wretches suffer ? 

BANBIN. 

It serves to pass away an hour or two. 
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<;hicaeeai7. 

My lord» 1 come t% tell you— 

■ 

LEANDEB. 

•I can state 

The whole affair, my father, in two words; 

It is about a marriage. You must k&ow 
That all is settled, and your sanction only 
Is wanting. Bdth the levers long to wed. 

The father to his daughter’s wish consents. 

Will you confirm the contract ? 

DANDIN (resuming his seat). 

Let theij^ marry 

Without delay, to-morrow if they please, 

To-day if need be. 

LEAKDEB. 

See, my father’s yours. 

Greet him, my love. 

CHICAXEAU. 

How’s this ? 

DANDIN. 

What myst’ry’a here? 


LEANDEB. 

Tour judgment is precisely carried out. 

DANDIN. 

I oan’t revoke the sentence I’ve pronounced, 

CHICAKEAU. 

But surely you’ll consult my daughter’s wishes. 

LEANDEB. 

By all means. Let fair Isabelle decide. 
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CHlCAEEi^. 

Well, are you dumb ? It is your turn t6 speak. 

■ 

ISABELLE. 

1 do not dare to appeal agaiijst tbe judgment!- *• 


4 CHICANBAU. 

ril do^t, then. , 

LBAEBER {ekowifig him a ^aper). 

• Look at this writing, Sir. 

You will not challenge your own signature ? 


CHICANEATT. 

What is it, pray P 

LEANDEB. 

A marriage contract, Sir, 

All duly sign’d and seal’d. 

CHICANEAU. 

I have been trick’d, 

But I’ll have satisfaction. This shall lead 
To twenty lawsuits. If you get my daughter. 

You shall not get my money. 

t 

t 

LEAEDEB. 

Have I ask’d it ? 

Give ine your daughter, I want nothing else. 

CHICANE AU. 

Ah! 

LEANDEB. 

Father, are you pleased with your day’s work ? 

DANDIN. 

Bight well. Let suits flow in abundantly. 

And I will pass my life with you, content. 

The advocates, however, must not be 
So lengthy. What about the culprit ? 
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.LEANBEB. 


Pardon him. liQt us all rejoice to-day. 


Father, 


DANOIN. 

Well,*let Imn go. 

{to Isabelle.) 

For your sake, dejir, he’s free. 

I’ll take a holiday, then try new cases. 
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INTRODUCTION TO BRITANNICUS. 

T 7 XCEPT in the matter of chronological accuracy, th© 
Annals of Tacitus ” have been clusely followed as 
the historical groundwork of this tragedy, but Racine him¬ 
self tells us that it cost him more pains in its composition 
than any other of his plays, and the result of this elaborar 
tion is that the hand of the artist has not been able to con¬ 
ceal its art under the semblance of spontaneous nature. 

** Britannicus ” was first acted at the Hotel de Bour¬ 
gogne, in December, 1669. It met with much adverse 
criticism, and was slow in establishing itself in public 
favour; nor is this to be wondered at, fur it requires care¬ 
ful study to appreciate its merits, and V^oltaire has aptly 
termed it “ la piece des connoisseurs.” The strongest 
character is Nero's mother, Agrippina. Nero himself, 
Burrus, and Narcissus are also well drawn, but Britanhicrts 
and Junia are insipid an^ uninteresting. 



CHARACTERS. 

Kero, mpcrpr, son of Agrippina, 

Bkitamiicus, mt of Mcmilina oftke emperOr Clatidius, 

Aorii‘1 INA, widow of Domitivs Alnnobarb^s^ the Jathor of AmJ, am 
widow hy h&r second marriage of the emperdr Cla/ttdius, 
beloved hy Britannictts. 

Burhub, tutor of Nero, 

Narcissus, tutor of Britannieus, 

Albina, (xm^denticd friend of Agrippina, 

Guarus. 


The scene is laid at Rome, in a chamber of Nero’s palace. 
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Scene 1. 

Agrippina, At^bina. 


ALBINA. 

, Whilst Nero courts soft slumbers, why should you 
Come here to tarry his awakening ? 

Shall Oessar’s mother wander thro* these halls. 
And, unattended, watch beside his door, 

Alone ? Ketire to your apartments. Madam, 


AGRIPPINA. 


I must not leave him for a single moment. 
Here will I wait for him, engross’d with cares 
He causes me, so long as he may sleep. 

All X foretold is but too well confirm’d; 

Nero has doom’d the piii^ce Sritannicus. 

Nero has thrown the reins on his impatience; 
Weary of being loved, he fe-in would be 
A terror. IToung Hritannicus torments him, 

■ And eyeiy day I feel myself becoming. 

In mjr'^tum, irksome. 

~iV' , ALBINA. 


You, to whom he owes 

The breath of life, who call’d him to the throne 
IVom 1^ low station, disinheriting 
The of Claudius, that Homitius might 
^Bear Oissar’s name? All speaks on your behalf, 
Aud claims his love. 
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AGBIPPINiL. 

*TiB due to me, Albina; 

All I have done would win a f^nerous htort, 

But all is odious to ingratitude. 

« 

ALBINA. 

Ingratitude ? Nay, All his conduct shows 
A soul*well taught to heed the voice of duty. 

For three whole years what has he said of* done 
^ut what gives Borne the promise of a reign 
Of jierfect justice ? Under his mild sway 
She deems the days return’d when consrds boro 
Authority supreme. Paternal mle 
Marks the young Nero virtuous as Augustus 
In Ills old age. * 

AGBIPPINA. 

Nay, interest cannot make 
Me Mind. ’Tis true that Nero has begun 
E’en as Augustus ended, but the future 
May make the past foi^otten, and I fear 
As one began, so will the other end. 

Disguise is vain; I read upon his brow 

The savage bent of a Domitius 

Mix’d with Neronic pride derived from me. 

The face of Tyranny is ever mild 

At first; e’en Oaius once was Rome’s delight, 

^ut his feign’d clemency soon turn’d to madness, 
And Rome’s delight became her detestation. 

What matters it to me, in any case, 

Tho’ Nero’s virtues should remain unsullied ? 

Did I commit to him the helm of State, 

That he might please the people and the senate ? 
The father of his country let him be, 

If so he will, but let him not forget 
His mother’s claims. How can that crime be call’d 
Which daylight has reveal’d? He knows full well 
That Junia by Britannicus is loved; 

And this same Nero, who is virtue’s model. 

Makes night the screen to have her earned off! 
What moves him ? Is it hatred, or desire ? 
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Is it his only joy to injure them ? 

Or does his nmliiSS visit on their heads 
Spite against me* for lending them support ^ 

ALjglNA. 

How lending them support ? 

AGRIPPINA. 

Hush, dear Albina; 

I know to me alone they owe their ruin ; 

That *twas by me Britannicus was hurl’d 
Down from the throne that he inherited ; 

That Juuia’s brother cast away his life, 

Debarr’d by me from marriage with Octavia, 
Silanus, upon whom Claudius had east * 

An eye of favour, heir of great Augustus. 

Nero has all, and I, for my reward. 

Must hold the balance evenly between them. 

That some day, in his turn, Britannicus 
Hay do the same between my son and me. 

ALBINA. 

With what design ? 

AGRIPPINA. 

I thus secure a port 

Against the coming storm, I cannot hold him, 
Save with this bri&. 

' ALBINA. 

But against a son 
Such care is surely vain. 

AGRIPPINA. 

I should soon fear him, 

If he fear'd me no longer. 


ALBINA. 

Tour alarm 

Perchance is groundless. But if Nero fails 
In filial duty we have fail'd to mark 
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The change, and these are secrets ^between him 
And jou. Whatever new titles Borne bistows, 
Nero confers them all upon his mother. 

His lavish love withholds not aught from you; 
Your name in Borne is reverenced like his own^ 
Whilst poor Octavia is scarcely mention’d. 
Your ancestor Augu&tus honour’d less 
His Livia. The f^ces, deck’d with bays, 
March before Nero’s mother, ne’er before* 

Had woman such distinction. How should he 
bisplay his gratitude ? 


AOBIPPINA. 

* With less respect. 

And greater confidence. I scorn such honours. 
Seeing my influence wanes as these increase. 

The time is gone when Nero, still a youth. 

Answer’d the wishes of my doting heart. 

When upon me he lean’d in every strait, 

When my command gather’d the senate here. 

And present, tho* conceal’d behind a screen, 

' Mine was the animating touch that moved them. 
Uncertain then of Borne’s capricious will, 

His greatness had not turn’d the monarch’s head. 
My memory with pain recalls the day 
When first 1 found him dazzled with the glare 
Of giory; many a potentate had sent 
From Earth’s remotest realms envoys to greet him. 
I went to take my place upon the throne 
Beside him; by whose counsel he disgraced me 
1 know not, but, as soon as he perceived me. 

He show’d displeasure on his countenance, 

- Whereby my heart grew ominous of ill. 

Then with a feign’d respect that mask’d the insult,; 
He quickly rose, and, running to embrace me, 
j Turn’d my approaching footsteps from the throne^:' 
Bince that hard blow has Agrippina’s pow’r "'; 
Been hunying to its fall with rapid pace. 

All but the shadow gone, my favour^ sought 
than the voice of S^eca or Burrus. ‘ * 
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• ALBINA. 

Ah, if your heart, is fill’d with such suspicions, 
Why keep the fatal poison m your breast ^ 

Go, and at Csesar’s lips resolve your doubts 

• • • 

AGRIPPINA 

Others are always by whc n Ceesar sees me, 

He gives me au^ence at^ fix’d times, m public; 
He answers or is silent as he’s prompted 
We have two masters, and with watchful eye 
One or the othei marks each interview 
But I will follow him the more he shuns me, 
And turn his own confusion to my profit 
I hear his door imfasten’d Let us go. 

And ask him what he means by this abduction, 
And, unawares, he may the truth reveal 
Ha, Burrus! He has l^cn with him already. 


Scene 2. 

Agrippina, Bubbus, Albina. 

BUBRUS. 

Madam, I come to tell you, m the name 
Of CsBSar, that an order winch alarm’d you 
Is but a wise precaution, and of this 
The Emperor wills that you should be inform’d. 

AGRIPPINA 

^ hen let us enter, since it is his pleasure. 

And learn his purpose better 

« BUBBUS 

For some time 

Osssatr has sought seclusion By a postern, 
iTukBowB to many, both the consuls came 
Before you, Miadam But I will return,— 
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aqbippinA. 

No, I will not disturb hiS privacy; 

But let us two, with somewhat less constraint, 

For once with frankness interchange our thoughts. 

< 

BUBBUS 

The tongue of Burnis ever scorn’d a falsehood 

AGBIPPINA. * 

4 

,How long do you intend to hide him from me ? 

Am I for ever to be held intrusive 

When I would see him ? Have I raised you then 

So high, only to have you place a bar 

Between my son and me V Dare you not trust him 

A moment out ol sight ? Do you dispute 

With Seneca the glory of effacing 

His mother’s image from his memory ? 

And has mv trust fed your ingratitude. 

Till ’neath the shadow of his name you rule 
Supreme ? I cannot think that you would make me, 
Who might have left you in obscurity. 

Your creature,—me, whose ancestors have fill’d 
The throne,—me, daughter, sister, wife, and mother 
Of your imperial masters. What, then, mc*an you ? 
Think you my voice has made an emperor 
Only to place two others over me ? 

Nero’s no more a child; is it not time 
He cdased to fear you, and began Ao reign ^ 

How long must he see all things thro* your eyes ? 
There are ancestral models he may copy. 

And choose between Tiberius and Augustus, 

Or follow, if he can, Germanicus, 

My sire. I dare not rank myself with these. 

But there are lessons he may learn from me. 

At any rate, the caution that imposes 
Due limits to a prince’s confidence 
In any subject. 

BUBBUS. 

I am (‘harged to-day 
T* excuse a single act on Caesar’s part; 
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But since, ‘without desiring my defence, . 

You lay on me tlx# blame for all his deeds, 

1*11 answer with the candour of a soldier. 

Who knows not. Madam, how to gloze the truth. 

To me^you^rusted Ceesar’s youthful years, 

. I own it, and am bound ne’er to forget it; 

But have I ever sworn I would betray him, 

Or make him do your will in everything? 

I am no more responsibly to yon, 

But to imperial Bome, which in my hands 
Sees safety or destruction. He who once 
Was son of yours is master of the world. 

If those were sought who might cajole his youth. 

Could only Seneca and I mislead ? 

Why were not flatterers suffer’d to direct,him ? 

Were we recall’d from exile as corrupters ? 

Could not the servile court of Claudius furaish 
A thousand fitter than ourselves, all eager 
To raise themselves by Caesar’s degradation, 

Till he grew old in long protracted childhood ? 

What would you, Madam ? Are you not respected ? 

Is not your name held sacred, link’d with Caesar’s ? 

The Emperor, ’tis true, no longer comes 
Daily to lay his sceptre at your feet. 

And pay you humble court. But gratitude 
Need not involve dependence so unworthy. 

Must Nero always be a timid child. 

Nor dare, except in name, to be Augustus ? 

Rome, let mo tell you, justifies his conduct, 

So long in bondage to three base-bom upstarts ; 

And, only just relieved from yoke so galling, 

Dates her recover’d liberty from Nero! 

Nay more. , E’en Virtue’s self seems bom anew, 

And to be master means no more to plunder; 

The People freely choose their magistrates; 

Th^ whom the soldiers trust are made commanders; 

Still fiiithful in the army and the senate 
Are Oorbulo and Thrasea, tho* in fame 
The foremost. Desert isles, which senatoi’s 
Peopled witii exiles, hold th’ informers now. 

Wlxat matters it that Nero trusts us still. 
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Provided that our counsels aid hisqjlory, 

And Rome, throughout a prosperous reign, have freedom 

Unfailing as th’ omnipotence of Caesar V 

But Kero, Madam, does not need our guidance; 

Our part is to obey, not to direct him. 

He has examples in his ancestors, 

^ Wliereby to regulate his steps aright; 

And happy he if, link’d in one long chain, 

His later virtues vie with those of youth! 

AGRIPPINA. 

So, daring not to count ujKm the future. 

You think your prince will go astray without you. 

Do you. who, thus far with your work content. 

Come hither to bem: witness of his virtues. 

Tell me why Nero has become a robber. 

And carried oft the sister of Silanus ? 

Is it to sully by so gross an insult 
My ancestors whose blood fills Junia’s veins ? 

Of what does he accuse her ? By what crime 
Has she, in one day, grown so dangerous; 

She who, till then, bore grandeur modestly ; 

Who, but for this night’s work, would ne’er have seen him, 
And would have counted it a signal favour 
Hod she been kept for ever from his sight ? 

BUBBUS. 

She’s i|nder no suspicion of a crime. 

Nor has the emperor as yet condemn’d her. 

There is no object here to wound her eyes, 

She is at home among her ancestors. 

Her title to the throne is strong enough 
To make her husband raise an insurrection; 

*Tis right that Csesar’s blood should be allied 
Only to such as Ccesar well can trust; 

Nor without his consent, as you must own, 

Should any wed the offspring of Augustus. 

AOBIPFINA. 

I understand you ; Nero, by your mouth, 

Tells me Britannicus relies in vain 
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XTpon luy choice; that Ihhate vainly sought 
To tuam’his eyes irom his misfortunes with 
A bait so tempting. ’Tis the Emperor’s will 
To show that Agrippina promises 
More than^she can fulfil; Borne rates too highly 
A mother’s influence; and this affront 
He’ll undeceive her, and teach all th^ world 
Hot to confound an emperor with a son. 

This he may doj Yet am I bold to tell him 
To make his sceptre strong before he strikes. 

In forcing me to match my feeble arm 
Against him, he betrays how weak his own is; 

And it may be that, in the balance tested, 

My name will have more weight than he supposes. 

BUBBXrS. 

What! will you always doubt your son’s respect ? 

Can he not take one step but you mistrust it ? 

How can he think you Junia’s ^rtisan, 

Or reconciled to young Britannicus ? 

Will you support your foes, that you may find 
A pretext for complaining against him ? 

At every trivial rumour that you hear. 

Will you be always ready to divide 

The empire ? Shall continual dread possess you. 

That asks solution e’en when you embrace him If 
Be not so careful to find food for censure. 

But exercise a mother’s fond indulgence. 

Suffer some slight rathdi: than make it public, 

Lest so the Court be taught to disregard you. 

AOBIPPINA. 

And who would seek support from Agrippina, 

When Nero doth himself proclaim my ruin, 

Wlien he would have me banish’d from his presence, 

And Burrus dares to keep me at his threshold ? 

BUBBUS. 

Madam, I see ’tis time that I were silent, 

My frankness only causes your displeasure. 



HAClirs’S WOBES« 


[act 


Pain is unjust; and all the ar^ni^nts 
That fail to soothe it aggravkte suspiciofi. 

Here comes Britannicus. I will retire, * 

And you shall hear with pity his disgrace. 
Blaming for that, it may be, Madam, those * 
Whose counsels Caesar has least deign’d to follow. 


Scene 3. 

, < 

Agrippina, Britannicus, Narcissus, Albina. 

AGRIPPINA. 

Whither so fast ?What restless ardour, Prince, 

Casts you thus blindly in the midst of foes ? 

Whom do you come to seek ? 

BRITANNICUS. 

Whom seek ? By Heav’n, 
Here, madam, here is all that I have lost. 

Hemm’d in by multitudes of savage troops, 

Hither has Junia been ignobly dragg’d. 

Alas, what horror must her timid heart 
Have felt at such unwonted spectacle ! 

^ Yes, they have tom her from me. Cruel mandate, 

Thfit parts two lovers misery united! 

•' Doubtless they grudged that we, mingling our sorrows. 
Should help each other to endure our woes. 

AGRIPPINA. 

Buough. I feel your wrongs as much as you do; 

, And my complaints have gone before your murmurs. * 

, But I am well aware that helpless anger 
Does not absolve me of my solemn promise. ‘ 

If, You do not comprehend me. Would you do so,^ 

;;^¥ollow my steps to Pallas. There Pll wait you." . ; 7 
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Scene 4. 

Bbitannicits, Narcissus. 

BBITANNICUS.^ 

>v 

Narcissus, can I trust her word and make 
Her umpire in*my quaijel with her son ? 

What say you ? I» she not that Agrippina 
Whom erst my father married, to my ruin. 

And who, you say, finding his ebbing life 
Too long for her, cut the last remnant short ? 

NARCISSUS. , 

No matter. She, like you, feels herself outraged. 
Has she not promised you the hand of Junia? 
Unite your griefs, combine your interests; 

This palace vainly echoes your regrets; 

And, whilst with suppliant voice you here-are a’en 
Spreading complaints around instead of terrors. 
Your fierce resentment lost in idle words. 

Without a doubt you will complain for ever. 

BEITANNICUS. 

You know. Narcissus, whether I intend 
To be inured to tame submissiveness. 

If, by'my fall affrighted, I renounced 
The throne for ever which my birthright gave me. 
But I am still alone. My father's friends 
Are grown such strangers as to chill my heart; 
And those who in the Court rest true to me 
Yet hold themselves aloof from oue so young. 
After the brief experience of a year 
B[^ made me know how wretched is my lot, 
l*Vfhat see I round me but false friends suborn’d 
To wibtch my every step with sleepless eyes ? 
Chosen by Nero for so base an office, 

They sell to him the secrets of my soul, 

Aud daily take their profit out of me. 
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He sees my aims beforeliand> hearse my converse, 

Atid knows what passes in idy breast as 
As you. What thinks Narcissus ? 

NABOi^srrs. 

Feeble-minded— 

You should choose friends on whom you can rely. 

Nor be so lavish of your secrets, Sir. 

BBITANNICUS. 

liarcissus, you say true; but this mistrust 
A noble heart is ever slow to learn. 

Too long deceived; but I believe in you. 

Or rather I have vow’d to trust no other. 

My father oft assured me of your zeal. 

Of all his f reedmen, you alone have proved 
Faithful, and kept your eyes open to aid me. 

Saving me still from countless hidden rocks. 

Go, see then if the noise of this new storm 

Has fann’d the smouldering courage of my friends; 

Watch well their eyes, attend to their discourse, 

See if I may expect true help from them; 

But chiefly in this palace well observe 

With what precautions Nero guards the princess. 

Learn if her precious life is out of danger. 

And if I still may be allow’d to see her. 

Meanwhile to Nero’s mother I’ll repair, 

Sh€ is *9nth Pallas, whom my father freed. 

As he did you. I’ll stir her wrath, and, may be. 
Fledge her to move farther than she intends. 



SCENE 2.} 

•- r 


269/ 


ACT II 

Si^ne 1 . 

Keeo. Buertts, NaboissUs, Ouabds. 

NEBO. 

Bums, be sure of this! tho* she’s uniust 
ghe IS my mother, and I’ll take no notice’ 

W her caprices; but I will not spare 
underling who dares to foster them. 

.Pallas instils his poison in her ears, 

And every day corrupts Britannicus; » 

ms voice alone they hear, and, if we follow’d 
Iheir steps, with Pallas we perhaps should find them. 

1 ve borne too much, he must be parted from tliem. 
for the last time I say it, let him go ; 

^8 my command, and, ere this day is done, 
my Court and Rome too must be quit of them. 

^espateh, the safety of the State's concern’d, 
vome here, Narcissus. 

(to the Guards.') 

^ I^et my guards retire. 


8cme 2. 

NeBO, NABCiSStTS. 


NABCISSTTS. 

.Th^k Hehv’n, my lord, Juuia is in your hands, 
' to-^y the peace of Rome’s secured ; 

Ydm* enemies, cast down from their vain hopes, 
"to Pallas to bewail their weakness. 
^ut'Whftt is this? I see you_yex’d, confounded, 

s. 

portend, 
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Those Tandoin looks that roam uneasily ? 

All smiles on you, and Fortune crowns yeur wishes. 

BEBO. 

The die is cast, Narcissus ; Ne^o loves. 

o NABCISSUS. 

You, Sire ? 

BEBO. 

A moment since,—aod yet for ever. 

Lbve, said I love ? Nay, Junia is my idol. 

BABCISSUS. 

What, you love her i 

* BEBO. 

My curiosity 

Moved me this night to sec her on arrival 
Here. She was sad, and raised to Heav’ii her eyes 
Tear-stain’d, that shone amid the flash of arms ; 

In beauty unadom’d, in simple garb. 

As when tht‘y seiz’d her in her sleep. I know not 
Whether that disarray, the torch-lit darkness. 

The cries that broke the silence, and the faces 
Of her ferocious ravishers, enhanced 
The timid sweetness of those lovely eyes; 

But, with so fair a spectacle entranced, 

I tried to speak, but felt myself tongue-tied; 
Amkzeihent seized me, and 1 could not move, 

And suffer’d her to pass to her apartments. 

I sought my chamber. There, in solitude, 

Vainly I tried to turn my thoughts from her; 

But, ever present to my eyes, I seem’d 
To talk with her. I loved the very tears 
1 caused to flow. And sometimes, but too late, 

I sued for her forgiveness, and my sighs 
Ended in threats. Thus, nursing my new passion, 

1 have not closed mine eyes, that watch’d for daylight. 
But I may conjure up too fair an image 
Of her whom I beheld at such advantage. 

What says Narcissus ? 
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IVARCISSirS. 

Who’d believe, my lord, 
That she has lived so long by you unseen ? 

N1SBO. 

You know it well, Narcissus. Move^ by wrath, 

That held me guilty of her brother’s death, , 

Or treasuring with jealous care a pride 
Severe, that grudged mihe eyes her dawning charms: 
True to her grief, and courting dim seclusion. 

She stole away, and shunn’d all admiration.: 

And ’tis this virtue, to the Court so new, 

That in its perseverance piques my love, 
la there another damsel here in Rome 
Who, if I loved her, would not grow moi'e vain 
At such an honour ? Is there one but tries 
Her amorous glances upon Csesar’s heart. 

Soon as she learns their pow’r ? She alone, 

The modest Junia, scorns the boon they covet. 

Nor deigns, it may he, e’en to seek to learn 
If Osesar merits love, or knows its rapture. 

Tell me, is young Britannicus her lover ^ 

NARCISSUS. 

Her lover, asks my liege ? 


• He is too young 

To know himself, or love’s enchanting poison. 

NARCISSUS. 

Love never waits for reason, good my lord. 

Doubt not, he loves. Taught by such potent charn 
His eyes Imve leam’d to melt with tenderness; 

He knows how best to meet her slightest wish. 

And, it may be, already can persuade her. 

NERO. 

Whatf Can the boy have won her heart’s allegianc 
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I know not, Sire. But what I can, Til ftll you * 

XVe seen him sometimes tear himself away, 
of a wrath which he conceals from you, 

Vex’d at the Court’s ingratitude that shuns him. 
Chafing against your pow*r and his subiection , 

Fear and impatience hwaying him in turn, 

He goes’to Junia, and returns contented. 

• • 

NEBO. 

Ihe more unhappy he, for learning how 
To please her. He should rather wish her anger ^ 

Nero will not be jealous without vengeance. 

, BABCISSUS. 

You, Sire? And why should you be ill at ease? 

Junia has pitied him, and shared his sorrows; 

Sure she has seen no other tears than his, 

But now, my lord, that, with her eyes unseal’d. 

She shall behold, so near, your royal splendour, 

And kings uncrown’d stand m attendance round you. 
Unknown amidst the crowd her lover too. 

Hang on your eyes, and honour’d by a look 
Which you, my pnnce, may chance to cast upon them; 
When she shall see you, from that height of glory 
Come to confess her victoy with sighs. 

The master of a heart already charm’d, 

You’U'have but to command, and ^he will love you. 

BEBO. 

How much chagrin must 1 prepare to meet * 

What wearisome entreaties! 

BABCISBUS. 

Why, who hinders 

My lord’s good pleasure ? 


NEBO. 

All—Octavia, Burrus, ^ 
Seneca, Agrippina, Borne herself. ' 
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Three jehra all atainless. ^ Not that for Octavia 
Bemaina one tendei relic of the tie 
That bound us. Long since wearj of her love 
Barelj mine eyes deign to behold her tears; 
Hiwpy^if S0on the favour of divorce 
Believe me of a yoke imposed by force! 

The gods themselves have secretly condemn’d her; 
Four years her earnest pra/rs have fruitless prov^ 
They show not that her virtue touches them 
By honouring her cobch with any pledge; 

And vainly does the State demand an heir. 

NARCISSUS. 

Why hesitate, my lord, to cast her off ? 

Your sceptre and your heart alike condemif her 
Did not Augustus, when he sigh’d for Livia, 

By twin divorce unite her to himself ? 

And to that lucky severance you owe 
The crown. Tiberius, whom his marriage link’d 
With him and you, dared to repudiate 
The daughter e’en before the father’s eyes. 

You only, thwarting your own wish, refuse 
A course so welcome. 


NERO. 

Know you not the rage 
Of Agrippina? Her I seem to see 
Bringing to me Octavia, and with eye 
Of fury bidding me respect a bond 
So sacred, tied by her, and charging me 
In no soft terms with long ingralatude. 

How diall I face her violent attacks ? 

NARCISSUS. 

Be your own master, Sire, and hers as well. 

WiU you submit to tutelage for ever ? 

Beign for yourself; too long you’ve reign’d for her. 
Fear you to do so ? Nay, you fear her not: 

H^6 you not just now banish'd haughty Fallas, 
Whose insolence you know that she supports ? 
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Out of her sight, I threaten or command. 

List to your counsels, venture to approve them ; 
My temper rises, and 1 think to brave her; 

But I will lay my feelings bare before you. 

Soon as ill luck intp her presence brings me. 
Either I dare not then disown the spell 
Of eyes where I have read my duty long, 

Or the remembrance of past kindnesa grants 
I. To her control of all that she has giv’n. 

And aU my efforts are of no avail; 

My spirit trembles, overawed by hers. 

And *tis to free myself from this dependence, 

1 everywhere avoid and so offend her. 

Nor spare from' time to time to rouse her anger. 
That she may shun me, as I fly from her. 

But 1 too long detain you: go. Narcissus, 

Lest to Britannicus you seem intriguer. 

NABCISSUS. 

No, no; I have his perfect confidence: 

He thinks I see you, Sire, by his command. 

To hear from you aU that concerns himself, 

And by my mouth would learn your secret plans. 
Impatient to behold his love once more. 

He waits the aid my trusty cares may bring him. 

c- 

NBBO.* 

Thereto I give consent. X^s, he shall see her: 
Convey the pleasing news. 

NABCISSUS. 

Banish him from her; 

NBBO. 

I have my reasons. Trust me, good Narcissus, 
He shall not see her without paying dearly. 

But boast to him of your successful sdieme, 
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Tell him that 1 have beAi deceived myself. 

And that he sees 4er without my pennission. 

She comes. Qo/find your master j bring him here. 


Scene 3. 

Nebo. Junta. 

NEBO. 

Your cheek is pale, and you seem anxious, lady. 
Bead you some gloomy presage in my eyes ? 

JUNTA. , 

I cannot hide from you. Sire, my mistake; 

I thought to see not CsBsar, but Octavia. 

NEBO. 

I know it. Madam, and Octavia’s fortune 
In gaining your good graces makes me envious. 

JUNTA. 

You, Sire ? 

NEBO. 

And think you that Octavia only 
Within these walls has eyes to see your merits ? 

JUNTA. 

Whom else can I implore to pity me. 

And tell what crime I've unawares committed ? 
You punish it, my lord, and needs must know it 
Let Junia learn her fault, I do beseech you. 

NEBO. 

Is it a light offence, then, to have kept 
So long your beauty in concealment, Madam ? 
Has bounteous Heav’n its choicest gifts bestow’d, 
^I^^t you should bury what was meant to shine f 
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la uot Britannicus afraid to hide ^ 

His growing passion and yonr charms ftorn us ? 
Why, till to-day, ha^e you so ruthlessly • 

Made us an exile in our Court from eyes 
So bright ? *Tis said too, Madam, you permit. 
Without offence his amorous overtures: 

I’ll not believe that you have favoured them 
Without consulting us, nor been so heedless 
Of due decorum, as to plight you^ troth, ^ 

And leave us to the voice of common rumour 
^or information. 


JUNIA. 

I confess, my lord, 

His sighs have sometimes told his heart’s desires. 
With eyes for ever fix’d upon a maid. 

Sole reUc of a famous family. 

He thinks, perhaps, of how in happier days 
His father destined her to be his bride: 

He loves me, heeding his imperial sire. 

Your mother’s wish,—and may J add your own ? 
Your will is ever so conform’d to hers,— 

NEBO. 

My mother has her views, and I have mine. 

We’ll speak no more of her and Claudius ; 

*Tis not their choice that can determine mine-; 

I,‘ and I only, must decide for you. 

And at my hands I’ll have you choose a husband. 

JUNIA. 

^ lord, bethink you that another union 
Would bring dishonour on my ancestors. 

NEBO. 

Lady, not so; the spouse of whom I speak 
Need feel no shame to range his parentage 
With yours. You may consent without a blush , 
^0 his addresses. ' 
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¥ 

^ JUNIA. 

• WhOftthen, is he, Sire ? 
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Hadam, myself. 


You? 


^EBO. 

5 • 

V 

jtpriA. 


nebA. 

I would name anotlier* 

If other name I knew higher thab Hero's. 

My eyes have search'd the Court,^ome, and the world, 
To choose you such a partner as might m^et 
Your approbation; and the more l^eek 
Into what hands this treasure may to trusted, 

The more I see Oessar alone deserveV 
To hold it, he alone deserves your lo^''^^ 

And should entrust you to no hands l^t those 
To which the empire of the world's conWitted, 

Do you, yourself, recall your earliest yesirSi 
When Claudius betrothed you to his 
'Twas at a time when he intended naming 
That son, one day, the heir of all his emp&e. 

The gods declared for me,—oppose them n!|t. 

But follow where they point to sovereignty! 

Vainly have they bestow'd this signal honodl 
Unless your heart should be united with it; 

If cares so great be soothed not by your smi 
If, while I give to vigilant alarms 
Those days, by others envied, grudged by me, 

I may not breathe some moments at your feet. 

Let not Octavia’s image cloud your eyes; 

Borne, like myimlf, to you her suffrage gives, 

Bejects Octavia, and would have me loose 
A marriage tie that Heav'n itself disowns. 

Consider what 1 say and ponder well 
This choice, well worthy of a prince who loves you 
Worthy of . those bright eyes too long immured. 

And of ,^e world to which your cbarnis are due. 



278 • 


BjLonrx’s woBif 


[act II. 


JXWIA./ 

My lord, good cause Haye I to astonish'd; 

AU in the course of one short d^'*7 ^ 

Myself brought hither as a 

And, when I, trembling, come ^before your eyes. 

Hardly confiding inejny innoc»*^ce» 

At onoe you offer me Octaviay* place* 

Yet am I bold to say I have /deserved , 

Neither this dazzling honoimp thisdnsult. 

•And can you wish, my lieg^®* that a poor maid. 

Who, almost soon as she ^as born, beheld 
Her homo destroyed, and, obscurity 
Nursing her sorrow, lear; resign’d. 

Should, at a single step# pass from such darkness 
To sit where all «he woAl^ may gaze upon her. 

In brilliance that she Shrank from, seen afar. 
Usurping majesty thaw is another’s? 

NEBO. 

Have I not said alr^dy, I renounce her? 

Dispel those timid/ ^ears, or bashful scruples; 

Think not my choice is blind and rash; 

I know you wortipy» ^>Jily give consent. 

Remember from/ ancestry you spring; 

Do not prefer tcl those substantial honours 
Wherewith the/l^and of Caesar would endue you, 

The glory of r^^risal, to be follow’d 
By vain regr^s. 

JUNTA. 

Heav’n Imows my secret thoughts. 
I take no j/>ride in a vainglorious Imst, 

And haom greatness of the prize you offer; 

But all t^o more should I, the brighter shone 
My fortijp®> 1)6 ashamed to face the guilt 
Of having plunder’d her whose right it is. 


NEBO. 


Nay, consult her interests too much. 

The friendship scarce can readi so far. 
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V 

‘ But let us leaTe delusions, and be plidn; 

The sister moves jipu less than does the brother. 
And for Britannieus— 


JUBIA. 

He has known how 
To touch my heart, and freely 1 confess it. 

Such frankness may, perchance, be indiscreet. 

But never have my lips belied my heart. 

In absence from tW Court I could not think 
That 1 had need to learn the art of feigning. 

I love Britannieus, his destined bride 
When marriage was to lead to sovereignty; 

But that ill fate which has denied the throne. 

His honours fled, his palace desolate, , 

The courtiers whom his fall has banish'd from him, 
Serve but as ties to Junia's constancy. 

Here all things minister to your desires; 

Your days flow calmly by in ceaseless pleasures, 

Th’ exhaustless source thereof your sovereign pow'r 
Or, if some trouble mar their placid course, 

Tie universe solicitous to please you. 

Hastens to blot it from your memory. 

Lonely the lot of poor Britannieus; 

In all his sorrows he has me alone 
To sympathize, my tears his only solace, 

lead him sometimes to forget his woes. 

* NEBO. 

Ah. 'tis that solace and those tears I envy. 

For them another with his life should pay ; 

But milder treatment keep I for this prince; 

He shall appear before you soon, fair lady. 

JUKIA. 

Your virtues. Sire, have ever reassured me. 

'i 

EEBO. 

I might forHd him access to your presence; 

But I would fain anticipate the danger 
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To which resentful wrath might otxry him. 

I do not wish his death; better that he* 

Should hear his sentence from the lips he lores. ^ 

Is his life dear to you ? Then part him from you, / 

Without cause giren to beliere me jealous. 

Incur the odium of his banislfment, j 

And, whether by yoijr words or by your silence. 

In any,case by frigid looks, persuade him 
To take his wishes and his hopes elsewherp. 

• 

C JUKIA. 

I! to pronounce a sentence so severe! 

My tongue will swear I meant the contraiy. 

E’en could I so prove traitor to myself, 

My eyes would forbid him to obey me. 

NERO. 

Curtain’d close by, I shall behold you, Madam. 

Shut up your love within your inmost heart; 

No secret language shall escape my notice, 

Looks that you fancy mute I shall o’erhear; 

And death to him shall be the sure reward. 

If sigh or gesture unawares betray you. 

JUNIA. 

Alas! if I dare still form any wish, 

Gran^me, my lord, that I may never see him. 


Schne 4. 

Nebo, Junia, Narcissus. 

NARCISSUS. 

Britannicus, my lord, asks for the princess; 
He is at hand. 

NERO. 

Then let him enter. 
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V V, ' ’ . j 

JUNIA. 

Sire! 

NBBO. 

I lea^ you; and his fate oiiyou depends 
More than on me. Bememoer I shall see you. 


. * Scene 5. 

JUNIA, NaBCISSITS. 

JUNIA. 

Ah! dear Narcissus, run to meet your master; 
Tell him,—Oh I Pm undone, I see W coming. 


Scene 6. 

Bbitannigus, Junia, Nabcxssvs. 

BBITANNI0U8. 

What happiness, dear damsel, brings me near you ? 
May I then taste so sweet an interview ? 

But ah, amidst this pleasure, grief devours me 
To think I may not nope to see you more. 

Now must I steal, withmiany a subterfuge, 

A privilege that erst you granted daily. 

Ah! what a night I’ve pass’d, jrith what awakening! 
Your tears have not disarm’d our cruel foes! 

What was your lover doing ? Did some god 
Orudge me the boon of dying at your feet ? 

Alast Have you in secret, sWck with terror, 

Mad,e your complaint to me ? Have you, my princess^ 
Vduchsafed to breathe a vrish that 1 were with you ? 
Thought you upon the woes that you would cost me F 
What 1 say you nought, looking as cold as ice ? ' 

Is’t ^us you comfort me for my disgrace? 

Speak V we*re alone. Our enemy, deceived. 
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Is busied somewhere else while wefe-e together, 
l^ke full advantage of his happy absence; 

i 

JUNTA. 

His pow’r pervades each comef of this palace, 

Its very walls, Sir, may have eyes to see us; 

Csesar is never absenf from this place. 

r 

BBITANNICUSt 

• 

And how long have you been so timorous ? 
t^hat! does your love consent to be in bondage 
Already? What has changed the heart that swore 
To make e’en Nero envious of our love ? 

But banish, Madam, such uncall’d for fear; 

All hearts have net yet lost their loyalty; 

I see no eye but doth approve my anger. 

We have the Emperor’s mother on our side; 

And Rome herself, offended at bis conduct,— 

JUNTA. 

Surely your tongue. Sir, contradicts your thought: 

You have yourself told me a thousand times 
That with one common voice Rome praises him ; 

You ever render’d homage to his merits, 

’Tis grief distracts you, and dictates this language. 

BBITANNICUS. 

Your words surprise me, I must needs confess it; 

To hear you praise him was not what I sought. 

Scarce can I seize a favoural^le moment 
To mfdce you share the grief that overwhelms me. 

And these few precious moments are consumed 
In praises of the foe who crushes us! 

How different from yourself has one day made you! 

Why, e’en your looks have leam’d strange reticence. 
What’s this ? You seem to fear to meet my eyes! 

, Am I then odious ? Can it be that Nero 
Finds favour? If I thought so,—^Ah, by Heav’n, 

Dispel this darkness you have cast around me. 

. S])eak. Is Britannicus no more remember’d ? 
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^ * JTTNIA. 

Pray, Sir, withdraw; the Smperor is coming. 

BBITANNlCnS. 

This^stroke, Narcissus, bct^s my last hope. 


Scene 7. 

^BBO, JUNIA, NaBCIBSUS. 


Madam, 


NEBO. 


JUNTA. 

No, Sire, I cannot hear a word 
I haTe obey’d you. Let at least my tears 
Flow freely, now that he no more can see tbenu 


Scene 8. 

Nebo, Nabgissub. 

NEBO. 

Well, my Narcissus, you have seen the ardour 
With which they love, apparent e’en in silence! 

My rival has her heart, His plain enough; 

My joy shall be to drive him to despair. 

How charmingly does fancy p&int his at^uisb ; 
And 1 have seen him doubt whether she loves him. 
I’ll follow her. My rival waits your presence 
To vent his fury. Go, with fresh suspicions 
Torment him ; and w^e I witness the tears 
She fondly sheds for him, mahe him pay dearly 
For boon that he despises. 

NABCissus (alone). 

Once more Fortune 
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Invites me t shall 1 then refuse h€t offer ? 
Nay, to the end Til follow her behests, ^ 
And doom the wretched to secure my weaL 


ACT III. 

■ 

Scene 1. 

Nebo, Bubbus. 

BlTBiRUSs 

Pallas will be obedient. Sire. 

NEBO 

And how 

Has Agrippina seen her pride confounded ? 

BUBBXrS. 

Doubt not, your Majesty, the blow strikes home. 
And soon the storm will burst in loud reproaches. 
Her wrath has long begun to show itself, 

Nor can it stop at unavailing clamour. 

t ( 

< 

NEBO. 

Why, what design think you she meditates ? 

BUBBUS. 

Always is Agrippina to be dreaded: 

Your army and all Borne revere her lineage: 

They ne’er forget Germanicus, her father. 

She knows her influence; you know her courage; 
And that which makes me dread her all the more 
Is that her fury by yourself is fed. 

And that you give her arms to fight against you. 
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* KERO. 

BTTBBUB. 

Yes, my lord 4 that love which holds you—* 
NEBO, 

I take your meaning. Put it can*t be help’d; 

My own heart telW me more than you can say, 

And yet I cannot choose but love. 

BUBBUS. 


' scs^ I.]' , 
I, Burras? 


*Ti 8 fancy. 

My liege; and, satisfied with slight resistance. 

You fear an evil feeble at its birth. 

But if your heart, strong in the course of duty, 
Refuse to hold a parley with its foe; 

If you consult the glory of your past; 

If you recall to your remembrance, Sire, 

Oct&via’s virtues of such recompense 
Unworthy, and her love proof against scorn; 

If, more than all, avoiding Jiinia’s presence, 

You doom your eyes to a brief spell of absence; 
Trust me, howe’er this passion seems to charm you. 
None love, my lord, unless they wish to love. 

•I I 

' BEBO. 

I’ll trust you, Burrus, when, ’mid war’s alarms. 

Our martial glory needs your‘firm support; 

Or when, in peaceful session of the senate, 

The welfare of the State demands your voice, 

I will rely on your experience. 

Butin a matter that concerns my heart 
*Tis otherwise, and I should have some scruple 
In bringing your grave judgment to such trifles. 
^YaieweU. I’m ill at ease away from Junia. 
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Scene 2. 

BURRUS. 

Nero at last shows his true character. * 

Burrus, that fierceness which you thought to tame 
Is reader to break loose from your weak bonds, 

And, like a swollen river, spread destruction! 

How shall I act in this unhappy hbur ? • 

^neca’s counsels may not soothe my cares; 

Afar from Borne, he knows not of t&s danger. 

Ah, if I could but touch the mother’s feeling 
Of tenderness—She comes: good fortune brings her. 


Scene 3. 

Agrippina, Burrits, Albina. 

AGRIPPINA. , 

Well, Burrus, was I wrong in my suspicions ? 

You have impress’d fine lessons on your pupil! 

Pallas is banish’d, for the crime, perchance. 

Of having raised your master to the purple. 

You know full well that never but for him 

Would Claudius, whom he sway’d, have father'd Nero. 

Yott fdtst a rival in Octavia’s place,, 

And set my son free from his nuptial oath: 

Pit task for one, sworn foe to flatterers. 

Chosen to curb the wild career of youth. 

Thus to turn flatterer himself, and teach 
How he may pour contempt on wife and mother! 

BURRUS. 

Madam, you have no cause yet to accuse me; 

This act of Caesar's may be justified, 

Pedlas has well deserv^ his banishment, 

Meet recompense for pride too long endured. 

The Emperor has only, with regret 
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Fulfill’d the secret wishes of his Court. 

The evil that rei^ains admits of cure, 

OctaTia’s tears laaj at their source be dried. 

But calm your rage, there is a milder method 
That so^er will re^l him to her arms, 

While tmmts and angry words will mi^e him wilder. 


AGRIPPINA. 

Ah, you will tiy in yain to stop my mouth. 

I see my silence bht proTokes your scorn; 

My handiwork has h^ too much respect. 

AU Agrippina’s props fall not with Pallas; 

The gods haye left enough t’ avenge my ruin. 

The son of Claudius begins to feel 

His wrongs, for which not I alone am g^ty. 

I’ll ehow him to the army, doubt it not. 
Complain before them of his young life blasted, 
And mak;e them, like myself, repair their eiroi-. 
On one side shall they see an emperor’s son 
Beclaim a &.ith sworn to his family. 

And hear a daughter of Germanicus; 
AJienobarbus* son, on th’ other hand. 

With his supporters, Seneca and Burrus, 
me recall’d from exile, both of them, 

"Who share the sovereign pow’r before my eyes. 

1 will take care they know our common crimes. 
And by what paths I have conducted him. 

To make his sway and yours detestable, 

1 will avow the most injurious rumours: 

All shall be told, exiles, assassinations, 

Poison itself,— ^ 

BURRUS 

Madam, they’ll not believe you. 
They’ll not be caught by your deceitful wiles, ^ 
But know ’tis pique that prompts self-accusation. 
As to myself, who first advanced your plots, 

And made the troops swear f^ty to l4ero, 

My sealouB efforts cause me no repentance. 

A son succeeded to his father, Ma^m 
For, in adopting Kero, Claudius chose 
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To give his sor. and jours an equa> footing. 

Rome's choice has been for Nero. So sh* took 
Tiberius, adopted by Augustus, ^ * 

Nor wrong’d the young Agrippa, his own grandson. 
Who claim’d in vain to wield th’ imperial sceptic 
. His pow’r, establish’d upon suJh foundations. 
Cannot be weaken’d hy yourself to-day; 

And, if he heeds me still, his bounty. Madam, 

Will soon remove the wish to injuire him. , 

I have begun the work, and will complete it. 


Scene 4. 

cAobippina, Albina. 

ALBINA. 

In what a sea of passion grief has plunged you! 
And can it be that Csssar knows not of it! 

AOBIPPINA. 

Ah, should he venture in my sight himself,— 

ALBINA. 

Madam, in Heaven’s name, conceal this choler. 

Let not your zeal for sister or for brother 
Destroy your peace for ever! Must you check 
The Emperor even in his love affairs ? 

AOBIPPINA. 

Ah, see you not how they would humble me, 
Albina ? ’Tis to me they give a rival: 

Soon, if I break not this ill-omen’d tie. 

My place is occupied, and I am nothing. 

^ Octavia has enjov’d but hitherto 
^ An empty title, % the Court ignored 
As useless, and to me the eyes of all 
Have look’d for profit. Now another love 
Has cast out mine; she, as his wife and mistress. 
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Will reign alone, a^nd inHhe pomp of powV 
Btop the rich fri^ of all mj pains, as meed 
Of one kind lookr Already I'm forsaken— 

I cannot, dear Albina, bear the thought. 

E’en tho’J hasten the disas^ous sentence 
Of Heav’n, ungrateful Nero— 

Lo! His rival! 


Scene 5. 

Britannicus, Aorippina, Narcissus, Albina. 

BRITANNICUS. ^ 

Our common foes are not invincible; 

And there are hearts can feel for our misfortunes. 
Yom friends and mine, so silent hitherto, 

While we were losing time in vain regrets, 

Fired with the anger which injustice kindles. 

Have made their grievance known to good Narcissus. 
Not yet has Nero undisturb’d possession 
Of her whose conquest means my sister’s shame. 

If still her wrongs can move you, he, tho’ faithless. 
May be brought back to tread the path of duty. 

Sure we have half the senate on our side: 

%lla and Piso, Plautus,— 

AGRIPPINA. 

Prince, what say you V 
You name the highest nobles of the State. 

BRITANNICUS. 

Madam, I see my words have wounded you. 

And that your wrath, trembling irresolute, 

Alr^dy fears to gain all it has wish’d for. 

Nay, my disgrace has taken root too firmly; 

You need not dread what any friend of mine 
May venture; I have lost them all; your prudence 
. Has scatter’d them, or long a^O'seduced them. 

I, u . 
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AGRIPPINA? 

Trust your suspicions less; our safety, 

Depends upon our mutual understanding. 

Rely upon my word. Despite your foes, 

I will be true to all that I hai-e promised. 

Nero is guilty, and i^ vain he shuns me; 

Sooner^pr later be must hear his mother. 

Force and persuasion I will try by turns, 

Or, if I fail, leading your sister wfth mp, ' 

I’ll spread abroad my dread and her alarms, 

And make aU hearts responsive to her tears. 

Farewell. On all sides 1 will ply th* attack; 

And you, take my advice, avoid his presence: 


Scene 6. 

Britannicus, Narcissus. 

BRITANNICUS. 

Have you not flatter’d me with hopes fallacious ? 
Or can I place reliance on your statement ? 


NARCISSUS. 

You may, my prince; but this is not the place 
Wherein this mystery must be unfolded. 

Let us go forth. What wait you for ? 


Alas! 


w 

BRITANNICUS. 

I? Wait for? 


NARCISSUS. 

Explain yourself. 

BRITANNICUS. 

If scheme of yours 
Could get me sight of her again,— 
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Vabcissus. 

Of whom ? 


BBITAENICirS. 

My w^kffess makes me bluSh. But then more firmly 
I should meet fate. • 

NARCISSUS. 

What, after aU my words, 

Deem you her true ? 


BRITANNICUS. 

No, I believe her false. 
Deserving hot reproach; and yet despite % 
Myself, less than I ought do I believe it. 

My stubborn heart condones her fickleness. 
Finds reason for excuse, and still adores her. 
Would I could crush my incredulity; 

Would 1 could hate her with a mind at ease 1 
Yet who’d believe a heart that seem’d so noble. 
Foe of a &.ithless Court from infancy. 

Could so forget its glory, and at once 
Hatch perfidy too base for courtiers. 

NARCISSUS. 

Who knows if, in her long retreat, the wretch 
Kept not the Emperor’s conquest in her eye? 
Sure that her beauty could not be conceal’d. 
Perhaps she fled that she migh{| be pursued, 
Inciting Nero to the hard earn’d glory 
Of quelling pride till then invincible. 

BRITANNICUS. 

May I not see her, then ? 

NARCISSUS. 

/ 

Sir, at this moment 

She listens to the voice of her new lover. 
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[aci’Hi. 


Well, let U3 go. S 

But whom do I behold ? 

’Tis she. 

NABCIS8US {aHde), *■ 

Great gods! Cessar must hear of this. 


• Scene 7. 

Britannicus, Junta. 

JUNTA. 

Fly, Sir, nor fad a wrath that bums against you, 
Inflamed by my determined resolution. 

Nero is anger’d. I have just escaped, 

While Agrippina labours to detain him. 

Farewell Wrong not my love, but look to see 
The happy day when I shall be absolved 
From blame. Your image in my soul shall dwell 
For aye, and nought shall banish it. 

BBITANNICUS. 

I know 

Your purpose, Madam: you would have me fly, 

To leave you free t' indulge your new desire. 

While 1 am here, no doubt a secret shame 
Somewhat disturbs the relish of enjoyment. 

Yes, I must go! * 

JUNTA. 

Impute not, Sir, to me— 

BBITANNICUS. 

You might have held the field a little longer, 

I murmur not that youi‘ affection’s fickle. 

And that you join the side which Fortune favours; 
That you are dazzled with imperial splendour, 

And, at my sister's cost, would fain enjoy it; 
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Bat rather that, beguiled like others now. 

You should hav^eem’d uutouch’d by its deceits 
So long. Despa& has seized me, I confess it, 
This was the only ill 1 never thought 
To cone ^th. On my ruin I have seen 
Injusuce flourish, Heav’n itielf accomplice 
Of my oppressors, but such horrors have not 
Drain’d its full cup of wrath; there yet remain'd 
To be by you fc^gotten. ^ 

JUNIA. 

Happier moments 

Might urge my lUst impatience to resent 
Distrust; but Kero threatens, danger presses, 
And I have other thoughts than to distress you. 
Go, reassure your heart, and cease complaints; 
Kero, who heard our words, bade me dissemble. 


Ah, cruel— 


BBITANNICUS 


JUNIA. 

Witness of our interview. 

With eye severe he scann’d my countenance, 
Ready to make his vengeance burst on you 
If but a gesture should betray our secret. 


BBITANNICUS. 

t 

Kero was list'ning? Yet your eyes, the while, 
Might have look'd cold, without deceiving me; 
They might have told me who Imposed their rigour 
Love is not dumb, the language of the heart 
Is varied. One glance might have saved me woe 
Intense. There needed— 

JUNIA. 

There waa need of silence 
To save you. Ah, how often was my heart 
About to tell you its perplexity! 

How many rising sighs did 1 suppress, 
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Afraid te meet t^e eyes I yeam*d*to look on! 

Silence is torture when a loved one griei||s, 

When to his groans we must ourselves contribute. 
Knowing we might console him by a look! 

Yet would such look have caused more bitter te^rs!,. 

At that remembrance anxious and disturb’d, 

I felt my feigning lack’d reality; 

I fear’d the pallor of my quivering cheek, 

My eye, too plainly full of my distress; c 
1 fear’d each instant Nero in his wrath* 

•Was coming to upbraid my want of rigour, 

For vain seem’d all my efforts to keep down 
The love I almost wish’d I ne’er had known, 

Alas, for his own peace of mind and ours 
Too clearly has he read your heart and mine! 

Once more, go h&ce, and hide you from his sight. 

At fitter season all shall be explain’d, 

A thousand other secrets be discover’d. 

BBITANNICUS. 

Too much already, more than I can bear! 

How guilty I have been, and you how kind! 

And know you all that you forsake for me ? 

(Thromng himself ai Junta’s feet.) 
When may 1 at your feet blot out th’ offence ? 

JUNIA. 

T^at are you doing ? Look, your rival comes! 


Scene 8. 

Nebo, Bbitannigus, Junia. 

NEBO. 

ftince, do not interrupt such charming transports. 
Madam, his thanks show you are won&ous kind: 

I have surprised him at your knees, to me 
Some gratitude is surely due as well, 



BRITANNICUS. 

r 


SCENE 8.] 


# 


He finds this place convenient, where I keep you 
In readiness for ^terviews so sweet. 

BBITANKICUS. 

I can my joy or sorrow lay before her 
Where’er her kindness graifts me audience ; 

Hor has this place where you think fit to keep her 
Aught that can overawe Britannicus. i 


NERO. 

What, see you nothing that can warn a subject 
To hold my pow’r respected, and obey me 

BRITANNICUS. 

This palace saw us not brought up together, 
Me, to obey you, you, to taunt my weakness. 
The fortune of our birth ne’er m^e it likely 
That I should own a master in Domitius. 


NERO. 

Our wishes have been cross’d by destiny. 

Once I obey’d, and now your turn is come. 

If yet you have not leam’d so hard a lesson. 

That shows you’re still a boy, and must be taught it. 

BRITANNICUS. 

And who will teach me ? 


' NERO. 

Borne, and all her empire. 

BRITANNICUS. 

Does Borne among your high prerogatives 
Count cruelty and violent injustice. 

Unfair imprisonment, rape, and divorce ? 

NERO, 

Borne pzys not with too curious regard 
Into the secrets that I choose to hide; 

Copy her prudence. 
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BBITANBICI^S. 

What she thinks, know. 

NEBO. 

At least she holds her tongue j do you the same^ 

• BBITANNICUS, 

Thus then has Nero ceased to curb his passions! 

BEBO. 

Nero has ceased to care to hear you longer. 

BBITANNICUS. * 

All hearts should bless his reign for happiness. 

KEBO. 

Happy or wretched, ’tis enough they fear mo. 

BBITANNICUS. 

I know not Junia, or such sentiments 
Would scarce be likely to win praise from her. 

NEBO. 

If I am little skill'd how best to please her, 

1 can at least punish a saucy rival. 

* * BBITANNICUS. 

Whatever dangers threaten to o'erwhelm me, 

I fear to lose her love, and |ihat alone. 

NEBO. 

'Twere better wish'd for. 1 can say no more. 

BBITANNICUS. 

My sole ambition is t’ enjoy her favour. 

NEBO. 

kwA istvovxY youTS iox 


[act III 







SCENE 8.] 


BBtTANKlCnS. 




Bj^ITANNICUS. 

At least I have ivftt leam’d to play the spy 
Upon her vrords, out let her praise or blame me 
Unwatch’d, nor hide myself to shut her mouth. 

NfBO. 

I see. Ho, guards, there! 

JUNIA. 

What then, #ill you do 
Pardon the jealous love of one so near 
Akin. A thousand miseries he suffers; 

Can his rare happiness excite your envy ? 

Suffer me. Sire, to knit your hearts together. 

And hide me from the eyes of both of yop. 

My absence then will heal your fatal discords, 

And I will join the ranks of Vesta’s virgins. 

Let not my vows be longer ground of strife 
Between you j let them trouble Heav’n alone. 

NERO. 

This project is as strange as it is sudden. 

Let her be taken, guards, to her apartments; 

And with his sister keep Britannicus. 

BBITANNICUB. 

*Tis thus that Nero wooes a woman’s heart 1 

JUNIA. 

» 

Bo not provoke him. Prince; ^nd to this storm. 

NEBO. 

Guards, do my bidding, and delay no longer^ 
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Scene 9. 

Nebo, Bitbrx}8. 
c 

^ BUBBUS. 

Ye gods! What do I see ? 

• « 

N^BO (vnthout seeing BuiJbxis). 

Thus fiercer glow 

Tlieir fires. I know what hand arranged their meeting: 
’Twas but for this that Agrippina sought me, 

And all her long protracted lecture tended 
Only to further ^is vile scheme of hers. 

(Perceiving Bubbus.) 
Acquaint me if my mother still is here. 

I would retain her, Burrus, in the palace: 

And let my bodyguard relieve her own. 

BUBBUS. 

Your mother, Sire ? Will you not hear her ? 

NEBO. 

Stop! 

I know not, Burrus, what you may be plotting, 

Bpt £.11 my wishes have for some days past 
Found you a censor ready to oppose them. 

Answer for her, or else, if you refuse. 

Others shall answer both fof her and Burrus. 



jSCENE 2.] 


BRITANKICUS. 


ACT IV. 

8cme 1. 

Aqbippina, Bxtbbhjs. 

BUBBUS. 

• 

Ay, Madam, you may clear yourself at lefisure, 

Caesar consents to give you audience here. 

If his command restricts you to the palace. 

His purpose, ^aybe, is to talk with you; 

In any case, if I may speak my thought. 

Forget that he has given you offence; 

Be ready rather to receive him back 
With open arms; defend yourself, and blame not 
His conduct. See how all the Court observe him. 
And him alone. Tho* he may be your son, 

An4|^we you all, he is your emperor. 

Like us, you’re subject to the pow’r you gave. 
Whether he threaten or caress you, Madam, 

The Court will either shun or press around you, 

*Tis his support they seek in seeking yours. 

But, look, the Emperor comes. 

AOBIPPINA. 

Leave me with him. 


Scene 2. 

NeBO, AaBIFPIBA. 

AOBIPPINA {seating herself). 

Come hither, Nero, take your place beside me: 

’I^s wish’d that I should clear your wrong suspicions 
I know not with what crime I have been slander’d; 
All I have done admits of explanation. 
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You sway Earth’s sceptre now; and yet you know 
How far your birth removed you from s^^ch greatness.^ 
My ancestors, whom Borne has deified, 

Bestow’d a slender title without me. 

When Messaliua’s doom open’d a field 
Of competition for the couch tf Claudius, 

’Mid all the fair aspVants to his choice 
Who begg’d the intercession of his freedmen, 

I wish’d to win, with this sole thought, th§.t I 
Might give the throne, where I should sit, to you. 

My pride I humbled to solicit Pallas; 

His master, daily in my arms caress’d. 

By slow degrees drew from his niece’s eyes 
The love to which I sought to lead his feelings. 

But that close tie of kindred blood between us 
Debarr’d incestuous union, nor did Claudius 
Dare to espouse the daughter of his brother. 

Th’ obsequious senate by a law less strict 
Placed Claudius in my arms. Borne at my feet. 

Thus much I gain’d, but nothing yet for you. 

Into his family I introduced you 

Close on my steps, made you his son in law, 

Gave you his daughter, whom Silanus loved. 

And he, forsaken, with his life blood mark’d 
Tliat fatal day. But nothing yet was done: 

Claudius would still prefer Ins son to you. 

I begg’d the aid of Pallas once again, 

And JO prevail'd on Claudius to ^opt you. 

He call’d you Nero, and, before the time, 

Desired that you should share the sovereign pow’r. 

To all men then, as they recall’d the past, 

My scheme, already too matured, lay bare. 

His father’s friends, true to Britannicus, 

Murmur’d against his imminent disgrace. 

The eyes of some with promises I dazzled. 

Exile released me from the most seditious. 

Claudius himself, weary of my complaints 
Unceasing, took his son out of the care 
Of those whose zeal, long constant to his cause. 

Might yet prevail to set him on the throne. 

Farther, I chose among my following 



SCENE 2.} ’ BRITJLNNTCUS. ^ 301 

Those who I wish’d shcmld have him in their charge: 

Such» on the otligr hand, I named to be 

Your governors, whom ^ine held most respected; 

Deaf to intrigues, I trusted fame’s clear voice, 
RecaU’d^rom exile Seneca, and took 
From martial service Burr\A, those same men 

Who since- Rome then esteem’d them for their virtues. 

Meanwhile I drew on the imperial chest 
For lavish largess, in your name bestow’d; 

Presents, and shows, invincible attractioi^. 

Gain’d you the people’s hearts, and won the army. 

Which, re-awakening to its first affections. 

Favour’d in ^ou my sire Germanicus. 

Claudius grew feebler as the time pass’d on: 

His eyes, long seal’d, were open’d at the last: 

He knew his error, and in fear let fall * 

Some words of soitow for his son, too late 
He would have gather’d alFliis friends around him: 

The guards, the palace, and the royal bed 
Were under my control: I let his fondness 
Be wasted in vain sighs, and kept close watch 
On his last hours : feigning to spare him pain, 

I hid his son’s tears from the dying monarch. 

He died. A thousand shameful rumours spreading, 

I quickly stopp’d the tidings of his death: 

And, while in secret Burrus was despatch’d 
To make the army swear to you allegiance, 

And you were marching to the camp, as I 
Arranged, in Borne the smoke of sacrifice 
Bose from her altars; and, deceived by me. 

The anxious people pray’d th%t he might live, 

WThen Claudius was no more. Your pow’r establish’d 
On the obedience sworn by all the legions, 

At length I show’d the corpse, and ]^me, astonish’d 
At what had happen’d, learn’d that he was dead 
And Nero reign’d. This is the true confession 
, I wish’d to make. Thus have I sinn’d, and this 
Is my reward. Now that you reap the fruit 
Of aJl my pains, grateful for scarce six months. 

You feel the bmden of respect too irksome, 
do not care to recognize me more. 
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Burrus and Seneca have taught you how 
To be ungrateful, sharp’ning your suspic^ns, 

And overjoy’d to find a pupil fitter 
To be their teacher. Gay gallants I see, 

Like young Senecio and Otho, share 
Your confidence, and pander t6f your pleasures : 
And when, displeased at your disdainful treatment, 
I have \pquired the reason of such insults. 

Unable to withstand my just complaints, , 

You have replied^with ever fresh aifronts. 
dust now I promised Junia to your brother, 

And both felt flatter'd at your mother’s choice. 
When, to your palace secretly convey’d, 

One night makes Junia mistress of your heart, 
From which I see Octavia has been banish’d; 

And soon, I weenf’ the nuptial bond I tied 
Will be dissolved; Britannicus arrested, 

Fallas an exile, I await the fetters 
In store for me; for Burrus dares to act 
The gaoler. When you find your guile unmask’d. 
Instead of seeking me to beg foi^iveness. 

You order me to justify myself. 


BEBO. 

I ne’er forget that ’tis to you I owe 

The throne, nor need you trouble to repeat it; 

Your kindness. Madam, may at peace repose 
On*!Nl^ro’s gratitude. Besides these murmurs. 

That breathe dissatisfaction and suspicion. 

Have made all those who hear your plaints believe 
That hitherto (this in your pHvate ear). 

You have in my name toil’d but for yourself. 

“ Such honours,” say they, “ such respectful homage, 
Are these return too mean for her acceptance ? 

What is the crime for which she blames her son ? 
Was’t only to obey her that she crown’d him ? 

Holds he the sceptre as her deputy ? ” 

And yet, if I could thus have satisfied you, 

I would have gladly yielded you that pow’r 
Which you so loudly claim to reassume; 
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But Borne will have a master, not a mistress. 

You know the up|oar that my weakness raised, 

The ferment of the senate and the people, 

Hearing your will dictated thro* my lips; 

How they declared that Claudius had bequeath’d 
To me*his tame submission ^ith his throne. 

A hundred times you’ve seen the indignation 
With which our troops have before you paraded < 

Their eagles, shamed so to disgrace the heroes 
Whose effigies are stamped upon them stilk 
No other woman would have braved their scorn ; 

But you, unless you reign, ne’er cease complaining. 
Leagued with Britannicus, the match you purposed 
’Tween him and Junia was design’d to strengthen 
Him against me, and Pallas hateh’d the plot. 

When, to my sore regret, I take such med^ures 
As may secure my peace, your rage and hatred 
Burst forth; you’ll show my rival to the army. 

Already has the rumour reach’d the camp. 

AGBIFPINA. 

I! make him emperor! Will you believe it ? 

What motive could I have, what end be gain’d? 

What honours might I look for in his Court ? 

If malice spares me not while you are sovereign. 

If my accusers closely dog my steps, 

And venture to attack the Emp’roPs mother, 

How should I fare amid a Court of strangers ? 

They would reproach me not with feeble murmurs. 

With schemes condemn’d to failure at their birth. 

But crimes wrought in your prosence, for your sake. 

And, all too soon, convict me of my guilt. 

You cannot baffle me with your evasions. 

You are ungrateful, and have always been so: 

E’en from your earliest years my tender care 
Has but extorted from you feign’d affection. 

Nought has avail’d to win you, and your hardness 
Ought to have stopp’d the channels of my heart. 

.W^t misery is mine! Hust all my fondness 
Be found a burden by my only son I 
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Ye gods, who hear my sorrowing Words this day, 

Have not my vows and prayers been all for him* ? 

Fears, perils, and remorse have check’d me not, 

No scorn subdued me; and I turn’d mine eyes 
From all calamities that were predicted. ^ 

I’ve done my best; you reign, and I'm content. 

Now, if you wish it, with the liberty 
Of which I have been robb’d, take life as well. 

Provided that the people, in their^rage. 

Deprive you not of what has cost me d?ear. 

c 

NERO. 

Speak, then. What is it you would have mo do ? 

AGRIPPINA. 

Punish the insolence of mine accusers; 

Calm the resentment of Britannicus ; 

Let Junia have the partner of her choice; 

Let both be free, and Pallas stay at Borne; 

And suffer me to see you when I will; 

{Perceiving Bubbus at the back of the stage.) 

Lastly, let Burrus, who is come to hear usi» 

No longer dare detain me at your door. 

NBBO. 

Yes, Madam, J desire my gratitude 

Max henceforth stamp your pow'r on ev'ry heart; 

And *I already bless that happy frost 
Which makes the fire of our affection brighter. 

What Pallas may have done shall be forgotten. 

My quarrel with BritanniciTs is over; 

And as to what has most divided us. 

My passion shall be subject to your judgment. 

Go then, and tell my brother what will please him* 
Guards, let my mother’s orders be obey’d. 





BBiTAirkictrs. 
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Scene 3 . 

Nero, Burrfs. 

BURRUS. 

With what delight did I behold, my lord, 

Embraces that must brii^gr back peace between you! 

know if e’er mf voice was raised against her, 
w la^urd to estrange you from her love. 

Or if I merit her unjust resentment. 

NERO. 

Itellyou plainly, Burrus, that I thought * 
l^e ccunmon understanding made you both 
Traitors. But now her enmity restores 3*^00 
My confidence. She grasps too hastily 
At triumph. If my rival I embrace. 

It 18 to crush him. 

BURRUS. 

Sire ? 

NERO. 

w, ' ' Enough: his ruin 

Must sot me free from Agrippina’s fury; 

while he breathes I have but half a life. 

Mftie ^s are weary of his hateful name. 

Nor will I suffer her audacity 
To promise him my throne a s<yM>nd time. 

t • ‘ 

3 

BXTBRTTS# 

Miu(|>ih6 soon weep then for Britannicus ? 

' ” \ . NEBO. 

I thall fear the boy no more. 

^ BURRUS. 

, motive is it that inspires this purpose? 
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NERO, c 

Honour and love, mj safety, and my life. 


BTJRRrS. 

Nay. tell me what you will, this foul design 
Was never. Sire, conceived in your own breast. 


Burrus! 


NERO. 


BURRUS. 

To learn it from your lips confounds me! 
Heav'ns! Did not you yourself shudder to hear it ? 
Think you what bl<^ you are about to spiK ? 

Is Nero tired of reigning in all hearts? 

What will men say of you ? Consider that. 


NERO. 

Why. bound for ever to a blameless past. 

Must I observe the shifting breeze of favour. 
The gift of chance, nor certoin for a day ? 

Slave to their wiU. that thwarts m^ own desires. 
Am I their monarch but to do their pleasure ? 


BURRUS. 

And is it then no satisfaction. Sire. 

That to your hand Borne owes her happiness ? 
li^u still are master, ’tis for you to choose. 

You have been good, and you may yet remain so: 
The way is well mark’d out. no obstacle 
Forbids your steps to tread fresh heights of virtue. 
But should you heed the voice of flatteiy. 

Then will you have to rush from crime to crime, 
Support your harshness by new cruelties. 

And wade thro* ever-rising streams of blood. 

The prince’s death will rouse the fiery zeal 
Of au his friends, impatient to take up 
His quarrel, that shaU fresh supporters find 
To f<^ow them when his avengers perish; 

The fiame you kindle shall be ne’er extinguish’d. 
Tho’ fear'd by all the world, yon must yourself 
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F^rall, and, tremblingms you strike unceasing. 

Count ^*ry subj^ as an enemy. 

Ah! does th* experience of your earliest years 
Cause you to hate your youthful innocence ? 

Think you what happiness has mark’d their course P 
GkK>d gods! How tranquil!^ they glided by! 

What joy to think, and say within yourself: 

** All at this moment bless me ev’rywhere. 

And love me; lyo one shudders at my name; 

No tearful eyes are*tum^ to Heav’n for me, 

No looks of sullen hatred shun my presence. 

But all hearts fly to meet me as 1 pass! ’* 

Such thoughts once pleased you. O ye gods, what change! 
The vilest blood was precious in your sight: 

One day I well remember, when the Senate 
Press’d you to sign a criminal’s death do<ftn. 

You long opposed their just severity; 

It seem’d t^ cruel to your tender heart. 

And, troubled at the burden of a Crown, 

You said :—** I would I knew not how to write.” 

No, be persuaded, or my death shall spare me 
The sight and sorrow of a blow like this: 

I cannot live. Sire, to survive your glory: 

If you are bent upon so black a de^, 

(throwing himself at Nebo’s feet) 
Lo! I am ready; strike, ere you begin. 

This heart that cannot to such crimes consent: 

Send for those cruel men who so mislead you, 

And let them try their faltering hand on me— 

But I can see my tears have touch’d my master. 

Your virtuous soul shrinks fro\)pi their bloody counsels. 

Oh 1 lose no time, tell me the traitors* names 
Who dare to prompt you to such viUanies; 

Summon your brother; in his arms forget^ 

t 

NBBO, 

You know not what you ask. 

BTTBBUS. 

He hates you not; 

He is traduced, I know him innocent; 
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I’ll answer for his lojalty, mj lie^. 

I with all speed will hasten this glad melting 

NEBO. 

Bring him to my apartments.i There await me. ^ 


Scene 4. 

‘ Kebo, Nabcisscs 

NARCISSUS. 

All is provided for so just a death; 

I have the poiso)} ready. Famed Locusta 
Has exercised for me her utmost skill: 

She kiird a slave before my very eyes; 

A dagger cannot make so quick an end 
As tms new poison she has giVn to me. 

NEBO. 

Enough, Narcissus: for these pains 1 thank you, 
But do not wish you to extend them further. 

NARCISSUS. 

What! Is your hatred for Britannicus 
So^ sjack that you forbid— 

NEBO. 

Yes, we are friends. 

I 

NARCISSUS. 

Far be it from me to dissuade you, Sire. 

But he so lately found himself in prison. 

That this offence will rankle in Ms heart 
No secrets are there time does not reveal; 

He'll know my hand was to have offer’d him 
Poison prepaid for Mm by your command. 

May Heav'n divert his mind from such a puipose. 
But he, perchance, will do the deed yon dm not. 
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• KJSBO. 

They answer for «ls heart; I’ll conq 

< I , 

NARCISSUS. 

And Jhjdla's marriage, doeslihat sea] 
Are you to make this sacrifice for hii«f 


, NERO. 

You talie too much'concem. Be *t as it may, 
He is no longer enemy of mine. 


NARCISSUS. 

Your mother reckon’d upon this, my lord; 
And she once more submits your will to Ijprs. 


NERO. 

What mean you, sirrah ? Tell me what she says. 

NARCISSUS. 

She boasts of it, and publicly enough. 


Oi what ? 


NERO. 


NARCISSUS. 


That she had but to see you, Sire, 

One moment, and to all this vehemence 
And anger modest silence would succeed; 

That you would be the first to give assent 
^ peace, rejoiced that she shoHild deign to pardon 
^at's past. ^ 

NERO. 

/ ' > Narcissus, tell me how to act. 

Olad would I be to punish her presumption; 

And, if I had my wish, this foolish triumph 
,^<wld a^n be follow'd by regpret eternal,^ 

But ]w1iat will all the world say then of me ? 
Wpuld’st ha^ me follow in the steps of tyrants? 
BptDe» all honourable titles cancell’d, 
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Leave me no other name than poisoner ? 

Such vengeance thev would count a par||cide. 

NABCISSirS. 

Did you expect they *ld always hold their tongues ? 

Is it for you to heed their idle words ? 

Shall your own wishes fade from your remembrance? 
And will you dare to thwart none but yourself ? 

But you, my lord, know not whabBonmns are; 

They keep a better bridle on their ton^e. 

This caution is but weakness in a monarch: 

They’ll think that they deserve it, if you fear them. 
They have been long accustom’d to the yoke. 

And lick the hand diat rivets fast their fetters. 

You’ll find them ever eager to content you: 

Tiberius wearied of such cringing subjects. 

Myself, invested with a borrow’d pow’r, 

Which, with my freedom, I received from Claudius, 
A hundred times, during my day of glory, 

Tried hard their patience, but it never fail’d. 

Fear you the odium of a cup of poison ? 

Destroy the brother, and desert the sister; 

Rome on her altars will not spare the victims. 

Nor f^ to find them guilty, were they pure 
From all offence; their birthdays you will see 
Bank’d among luckless anniversaries. 

IP NBBO. 

I tell you once again, I cannot do it. 

I’ve promised Burrus, being forced to yield: 

Nor do I wish to break my^ word, and give 
His virtue arms that he may use against me. 

My courage fell before his arguments, 

Nor could I listen calmly as he spoke. 

NARCISSUS. 

Believe me, Burrus thinks not as he speaks. 

His virtue shrewdly backs his interest. 

Or rather they all work with one intent: 

This stroke, they see, would shatter all their pow*r; 



8CBVK. 1.] ^ BRXTAirEriCUS. . 

You Wo]iild be free, mj I^rd, and at your feet 
Your miBusteni then would bow their heads like ua 
What I Know you not all that they dare to say ? 

** Nero, forsooth, was never bom to rule. 

His words and deeds are such as we prescribe; 

Burmft directs his heart, an^ Seneca 

His mind. The sole ambition that hc^ knows 

Is to be skilful in the chariot race. 

To gain the prize in meanest com^titiona 
To show himself in*pablfc to the Homans,^ 

To let his voice be hoard upon the stage. 

And win their admiration with his songs, 

While ever and anon his soldiers force 

The loud applduse that greets eadi fresh performance." 

Ah ! will you not compd them to be silent ? 

NBBO. 

Narcissus, let’s go see what we should do. 


ACT V, 

■V 

Scene 1. 

Bbitannicus, Jvnia. 
BBITANVIOrrS. 

Yes, Junia; Nero waits me in his hall, 

Ho;wever strange it seems, to make me welcome. 
Th^ all the youth at Court hhve been invited. 
And there ’mid festal pomp and mirth he wills 
Our mutual oaths should in their sight be seal’d. 
And love revived with brotherly embraces. 

His passion for yourself, source of our hatred, 

> He quenches, and makes you over his fate 
Sole arbitress. Tho’ banish’d from the rank 
My fiitherB held* tho’ in thehr spoils he decks him 
Before my eyes, yet, ceasing to oppose 
Our love, he yields me the delight of pleasing 
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YotC and my heart in secret pa:rd(^ns him, 

And gives up ail the rest with small regret. 

No longer shall I live apart from you! ^ 

This moment I can see without alarm 

Those eyes which neither grief nor terror moved, 

Which ^ve for me refused tb> imperial throne! ' 

But what new fear, dear lady, thus constrains 
Your hearts’ participation in my joy ? 

How is* it, while you hear me, your sad eyes 
Oast lingering looks towards the sky aliove^us ? 

What is it that fon dread V 


But I’m afraid. 

( 


JTJNIA. 

I scarcely know**; 

BBITANNICnS. 


You love me ? 


JUNIA. 

Can you ask it ? ^ 


BBITANBICITS. 

Nero no longer mars our happiness. ^ 

JUKIA. 

But can you guarantee me his good faith ? 




BBITANNICVS. 


wkt! you suspect him of a secret hatred ? 


JTJNIA. 

Just now did Nero love me, swore to slay you; ^ 

Me he avoids, seeks you; can change so great ' p': 
Be but a momenif s work ? ' C 

» ' ' \ ^ • 

BBITANNICTJS. •' 

A master-stroke, . * 

Of Agrippina’s in this work I see: ' 

, She thought my death would bring her. ruin wi^ } 
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^ tlie fbresig^ht 4>f lier jealous spirit, 

. Our bitterest enemies have fought for us. 

< My trust is^in the passions she display'd. 

In SuRus, in the Emperor himself; 

I trust, like me, incapable of treason, 

He hatoE^with open heart, of hates no longer. 

• 

JUNIA. 

j^y, judge not,cSir, his feelings by your own; 

The course, you follbw is not that of Nero^ 

5'^* known but for a dav. 

But here, alas, if I dare own the truth, 

How ^flPrent^s their speech from what they think 
Mow little do the heart and tongue agree! 

How lightly here are promises belied! 

How strange are all their ways to you and me! 

SaiTANNICUS. 

But, be their friendship true or false, if you 
Fear Nero, is he without fear himself? 

No, no; he will not by so base a crime 
Dare to arouse the people and the senate 
Against himself. He own'd his latest wrong; 

* He show*d remorse even before Narcissus. 

Ah I my dear princess, had he told you how— 

JUNIA. 

But are you sure Narcissus is no traitor? 


BBITANNICUS. 

Why wouia you have me doulJt him ? 


f 


JUNIA. 


I know 

, ^ut 4 m yoim hfe that is at stake, my prince, 

, And I read treachery in every eye; 

I fear, and fear the dark misfortunes 
J^t deg nay steps. Prescient, against my will, 

regret I see you leave me. 

^ wherewith you feed your hopes, 



814 BACIirx's WOBKS* [act Vi 

Should hide some secret snare agt>mst your life; 

If Nero, bj our mutual love provoked, ^ 

Has chosen night’s deep shadows to oonc^l 
His vengeance, and makes ready, while I see you. 

To strike; if I should ne'er behold you more 1 
My prince! 

BBITANNICUS. 

^ Dear Junia! Do I see you weep ? 

Are my concerns of such account <to you ? ^ 

To-day, when Nhro, swelling in his pride, 

Thought to bewitch your eyes with royal splendour. 

Here, where all shun me and pay court to him, 

Gan you prefer my woes to all his pomp Y 
Qn this same day, and in his veiy pala^, 

Befuse a throne,, and weep, my love, for me P 
But dry those precious tears; soon my return 
Will dissipate alarms. Longer delay 
May wake suspicions. Fare you well. I go. 

My heart is fiul of tender thoughts of you; 

Amidst the mirth of young eyes that are blind 
To what I see, on you I’ll fondly gaze. 

And hold sweet converse. 


JUKIA. 

Prince— 


And I must go. 


BBITANNICVS. 

They wait my coming, 

JUNIA. 

At least stay till you're sent for. 
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Scene 2. 

Bbitannicub, •A.orxppina, Jvkia. 

AOBIPPINA. 

Why tarry, Prince ? Go quickly; Nero sits 
Impatiently compkuniii^ of your absence 
The. joy of all the guests, still incomplete. 

Waits to burst forth till you embrace each other. 

Let not so flattering a wish grow cool: 

Depart. Anti we will find Octavia, Madam. 

BBITANNICUS. 

Go, my fair Junia; with your mind at ease. 

Hasten, and greet her warmly; she expects you. 

As soon as I can do so, I will join you. 

And give you thanks. Madam, for all your kindness. 


Scene 3. 

Agbippixa, Junia. 


AOBIPPINA. 

Madam, if I mistake not, you have shed 
Some parting tears, with which your eyes are dim. 
Tell me what cloud has troubled your calm sky ? 
Doubt you the peace my pains have now secured ? 


JUNIA. 


After so many griefs this day has cost me, 

X cannot still my agitated heart. 

Scarce ,can I yet believe this miracle: 

And, should I fear your goodness may be thwarted* 
Fbx|^ve me, for I know the Court is fickle. 

Ana some alarm always consorts with love. 
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' IV 0 said enougli. The aspect of affairs * 

Is alter’d, and mj cares leave you no ground 
To doubt it. I will answer for this peace ; 

Nero has sworn to me with surest pledges. i. 

I would that you had witness’d the endearments 
With which he seal’d anew his solemn promise 1 
With vfhat affection he just now detain’d me. 

And kept his arms around me ere <we parted t 
His ready kindndss, written on his features, 

At first to lighter matters condescended; 

With filial frankness, all his pride forgetting. 

Into his mother’s heart pour’d forth his fee^ngs: 
But soon resuming a severer manner. 

As of an emperor who consults his mother. 
Without reserve he trusted me with secrets 
Whereon the fortune of mankind depends. 

No, I must here confess it to his honour 
He harbours now no taint of dark resentment; 
Our enemies alone warp’d his good nature. 

And gain’d his ear to bias him against us. 

But in its turn their influence is waning; 

Borne soon shall recognize my pow’r once more,. 
And gladly hails the end of my disfavour. 
Meanwhile we must not tarry here till night. 

But with Octavia close this happy day 
I deem’d so fatal. 

But what strikes mine ears ? 
iJproar and tumult I What can they be doing V 

juiriA 

O gracious Heaven, save Biitannicus I 
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Sir 


E Scene 4. 

Aobippina. Junia, Bubbus. 


AOBIPPINA. 

Wliither away so fast ? Stop, Bumis, tell me — 

• BUBBUS. 

Madam, *tis done, Britannicus is dying. 


Alas! my prfnce! 


JUNIA. 


AOBIPPINA. 

Dymg? 


A Already dead. 


BTTBBXrS. 

Or ratHer, Madam, 


JITNIA. 

^ Pardon this agony. 

1 go to succour, or to follow him. 


Scene 5. 

Aobiffika, Bobbos. 

AOBIPPINA 

0 Burrus* what a crime! 


STTRSTTS* 

m not survire it. 

I needs must quit the Emperor and his Court. 


AOBXmVA. 

What I Quailed he not to shed his brother's blood? 
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BXmBUS. ' 

Mot. cujr he compass’d his design. 

Scarce did the Emperor see his brother come, 

When from his knees he raised him, and embraced him, 
And, while all stood in silence/tseized a cup: i 

** To crown this day/* said he, with better welcome, 

I pour the first drcms forth as my libation; 

Ye godii; to whom I thus appeal, be present 
To favour now our reconcil^tion.*’ • , ® 

By the same oaths the young prince binds himself. 

The cup, still in his hand, is by Narcissus 
Refill’d: but, as he touch’d it with his lips. 

No sword-thrust ever caused effect so potent) 

His eyes grew dim, their vital fire had vanish’d. 

Lifeless and cold upon his couch he fell. 

Think how this blow struck eveiy trembling heart: 

Half of the guests with cries of fear rushed out: 

But those whose knowledge of the Court was longer 
Conform’d their countenance to Csesar’s looks. 

Which show’d no sign of wonder, as he lay 
Still on hia couch :—** This malady,” said he, 

** Of which you fear the violence, has ofttimes 
Attack’d his childhood, and is free from danger.” 
Narcissus tried in vain to seem concern’d. 

His treacherous joy betray’d itself too well. 

Let Nero, if he will, punish my boldness, 

I, passing thro’ the crowd, left his vile Court; 

Andr overwhelm’d with grief at this fold murder, 
Mourn for the prince, for Csesar, and for Borne. 

AaaiF^iKA. 

He comes. Now vou shall see if 1 inspired him. 
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Scene 6. 

Nero, Agrippina, Bubbus, Narcissus. 

• 

NERO (eeeing Agrippina), 

dreat godslg 

AGRIPPINA. 

Stop, Nero; I must speak to you 
A word or two: Britannicus is dead, 

1 know the h^nd that murder'd him. 

NERO. 

MHio, Madam ? 

AGRIPPINA. 

You. 

NERO. 

I ? See how suspicion works upon you! 

^ No evil happens but you hold me guilty; 

And, if one chose to need your reckless words, 

’Twfts I who cut the life of Claudius short. 

You loved his son, his death may turn your brain; 

But for the strokes of fate I cannot answer. 

AGRIPPINA. 

No, no; Britannicus has died of poison; 

Narcissus did the deed, at your command. 

NBlPO. 

Madam WWho dares to tell you it was so ? 

. NARCISSUS. 

'Does this suspicion wrong you, Sire, so much ? 

Madam, Britannicus had seci^t projects 

Which, carried out, would with good cause have grieved 

Bis ailh .was higher than a match with Junia; 

Ton srould have suiEerid deeply for your kindness. 
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Much he deceived you, meaning, eoon or late, 

To take full vengeance for his cherish’d prongs. 

If fate has help’d you in your own despite, 

Or OflBsar, with his knowle<^e of the plots 
Against your life, trusted my faithful service, 
li^ve tears, my lady, to your enemies; 

And let them number this calamity 
With those they deem their worst; but you-^ 

AORIPPIBA. 

' Go on: 

Such ministers will win a glorious name 

For Nero. You have gone too far already 

Now to draw back. IHrst with your brothei^s blood 

Beginning, 1 foresee your hand will strike < 

Your mother ne3%; for in your secret heart 
You hate me, and would free you from the yoke 
Of gratitude. But I will make my death 
Useless, nor think that, dying, I wul leave you 
In peace; this light of day to which I gave you. 

This city, always, ev’rywhere, will show me 
Before your eyes; Bemorse, like furies, haunt you. 

By fresh atrocities you’ll think calm them. 

And madness, rising like a swollen stream, 

Shall brand your life with bloodshed dire and frequent. 
But Heav’n at last, 1 hope, loathing your crimes. 

Will add another victim to the heap. 

And, after wallowing in their blood and mine, 

Ihat you will be compell'd to shed your own; 

And that posterity shall hold your name 
More odious than the cruellest of tyrants. 

This my heart tells me is your destiny. 

Farewell. Depart. 

NERO. 

Narcissus, follow me. 
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Seem 7. 

AasipFiNA, Bubbits. 

AGBWPIKA. 

HeaVns 1 How unjust have my suspitions been. 
Condemning vou, and beark’ning to Narcissus! 

Saw you, good ^urrus, what a glance of fury 
Nero left witb me as bis Valediction? « 

Tbe die is cast, nothing will stop him now; 

The blow foretold me is about to fall: 

And he will overwhelm you in your turn. 

BURBITS. 

Ah! As for me Tve lived a day too long. 

Would Heav’n his cruelty had been so kind 
As to have tried its ’prentice hand on me! 

Then should I have '^n spared the certain prospect 
Of Borne’s impending ruin, which this crime 
Beveals. It is not that the deed alone 
Wakes my despair, since jealousy might prompt 
The fratricide; but, to be candid, Madam, 

*Twas Nero’s coolness as he saw him die. 

The look of unconcern already fix'd 
That marks the tyrant long inured to crime, 
liet him complete his work, and put to death 
A troublesome adviser, who can bear him 
No longer. Ear from wishing to escape 
The quickest doom shall be to me most welcome. 


AaBiPPiBA, Bubbvs, Albivta. 

ALBINA. 

Ah, Ifadatn! run and save the Emperor: 
€h>, Burras, go; his madness masters him. 
Parted for ever from all hope of Junia^ 

t. - T 
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AOBIFPINA. 

What! Has the princess then ended heij^^e ? 

ALBINA. 

To overwhelm him with eternal sorrow, 

Tho* yet alive, Junia is dead for him. 

You know how hurriedly she left this spot, 

Feignihg that she would visit sad Octavia. 

But soon she turn’d aside, and took her way 
Where I could follow her, as on she sped. 

'She pass’d distracted thro’ the palace gates; 

But, when she saw the statue of Augustus, > 

She with her tears bedew’d his marble feet,, 

Clinging around them closely with her arms: 

“ Prince, by the,8e knees,” said she, “ which I embrace. 
Protect me now, last of thy family; 

Rome has just witness’d, slaughter’d in thy palace, 

The only one of thy descendants left 

Who might have been like thee. They would have had m» 

Prove false to him. To keep my faith unsullied, 

I here devote me to the immortal gods, 

Whose altars, through thy virtue, thou dost share.” 
Meanwhile the people, wondering at the sight. 

From all directions fly, and throng around her. 

Pitying her sorrow, melted at her tears. 

And with one voice they promise to defend her. 

They lead her to the temple, where so long 
Our virgins, vow’d to serve at Vesta’s shrine. 

Keep faithful watch over the precious fire 
That bums for ever there. Osesar looks on, 

Kor dares to interfere as thoy depart. 

Embolden’d by the wish to please his master. 

Narcissus lays a sacrilegious hand 
On Junia, and, without alarming her. 

Tries to detain her. But a thousand blows 
Punish his rashness, and the damsel’s robes 
Are sprinkled wi^ his blood. In dumb surprise . 

The Emperor leaves him in their hand, and goes 
Back to his palace, and his sullen silence 
Forbids approach; only the name of Junia . , 
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Escapee his lips. With ^ue uncertain steps 

g e walks, wi^ <lowncast*and bewilder’d eyes; 

nd oilhch 1 fear^hat, night and solitude 
Combining to embitter his despair. 

If you should longer fail to bring him succour. 
His grief^may hurry him to aelMestruction. 
Time presses: run! Or, in a fit of passion. 

He’ll take his life. * 

AGRIPPINA. 

•’Tis Justly forfeited! • 

But Burrus, let us see how far his transports 
Are like to go, whether remorse will change him. 
And he henceforth will list to better counsel. 

BUBBUS. 

0 

I would to Heav’n this crime might be his last! 




BERENICE. 




INTEObuCTlt)N TO BBJtBJJICB. 

U NKNOWN to each other both Corneille and Kacine 
had been ^quested by Henrietta, Duchess of Orleans, 
the daughter of our Charles I., to write a tragedy on the 
parting of Titus and Berenice, and both poets fell in with 
the suggestion. It is said that she had a f>ersoual motive 
in doing so, inasmuch as tender passages had occurred 
between herself and Louis XIV. Though a finer tragedy 
than Comeille*8 “ Tite et Berenice,** Bacine’s play is, taken 
as a whole, decidedly tedious; and the criticism which was 
pronounced upon it by a candid friend, in the words of a 
well-known song, is hardly too severe:— 

** Marion pleure, Marion cri?, 

Marion vent qu’on la marie.” 

s. 

which may be rendered— 

“ Why does Mary cry so sadly ? 

Mary wants a husband badly.” 

The first performance seems to have taken place in 1670, 
or early, in the following year. 



CHARACTEES. 


Titus, emperor of Borne, 
IIerenige, q%een of Palestine. 
Antiocuus, king of Commc^ene 
pAULiNUBi/rienti of TUm. 
ARSACESy/rtflM^ of AwtiocJme. 
P'aessiQis, friend of Beretiice. 
Butilus, a Boman. 

nf TWim 


The scene is laid at Rome, in a chamber between the apaitmenta of 
iHius and those of Berenice. 



BERENICE. 

ACT I. 

Scene 1. 

Antiochtjs, Absaces. 

ANTIOCHTJS. 

Let us staj here a moment! All this pomp 
Is a new sight to you, my Arsaces. 

This chamber so superb, and so secluded. 

Is ofttimes privy to the Emperor’s secrets: 

Hither he sometimes from the Court retires, 

To pour his passion forth into the ears 
Of J^renice. Thro’ this door he passes 
From his apartments; that one leads to hers. 

Go, tell her I regret to trouble her. 

But must entreat a secret interview. 

ABSACES. 

To trouble her, my lord I And you her friend. 

So true and generous in your care for her! 

Her lover once, Antiochus, whom all 
The East holds great among her greatest monarchs t 
What f Tho* in hope she shares the throne with Titus, 
Is she BO far removed in rank from you ? 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Go, n<tf concern yourself with other matters, 

Bob if 1 soon may speak vdth her in private. 
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Scene 2. 

Antiochus. 

Antiochus, art thou the same a.^ ever ? n 

Oanst say to her, “I ^ove thee,” without trembling ? 
I quake already, and my throbbing heart 
Dreads now as much as it desired this moment. 

Has not fair Berenice slain my hopes, 

Aud did she not enjoin eternal silence ? 

Five years have they been dead ; and, till this day. 
My passion has assumed the mask of friendship. 

Can I expect the destined bride of Titus 
To hear me better than in Palestine ? 

He weds her. Hrve I then until this hour 
Delay’d to come and own me still her lover ? 

What fruit will follow from a rash confession ? 

Since part we must, let’s part without displeasure. 

1 will withdraw unseen, and from her sight 
Go, to forget her, or perchance to die. 

What! suffer torments that she knows not of 
For ever, and for ever feed on tears! 

Fear to offend her now when losing her! 

And why, fair queen, should I incur thine anger ? 
Come 1 to ask you to resign the throne 
Of empire, and to love me ? f^ay, I come 
Only to say that, flatter’d for so long 
By^hope that obstacles might cross my rival. 

To-day 1 find he can do all, and Hymen 
Has lit his torch. Vain all my constancy ! 

After five years of love and wketed hopes, 

1 leave thee, faithful still, tho’ hope be dead, 

Can that displease her P Nay she needs must pity; 
In any case I can hold out no longer. 

And wherefore should a hopeless lover fear. 

Who is resolved to see her nevermore ? 
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Scene 3. 

Antiochus, Absaces. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Have we admittance ? 


• ABSACES. 

I have seen the Qlieen; 

But hard it was to struggle thro’ the crowd 
That surged around of ever fresh adorers, 

Attracted by«the news of coming greatness. 

Titus, eight days in strict seclusion spent, 

Ceases at length to mourn his father's lois. 

And gives himself once more to amorous cares; 

And, may I trust the rumours of the Court, 

Perhaps ere nightfall happy Berenice 

Shall change the name of Queen for that of Empress. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Alas! 

ABSACES. 

Can this report disturb my lord? 

ANTIOCHUS. 

So then 1 cannot speak with her alone ? 

ABSACES. 

Sire, you shall see her: I haf e told the Queen 
Ton wish to have a secret interview, 

'And with a look she deign’d to grant assent. 

Willing to lend herself to your entreaty: 

Doubtless she waits a favourable moment 
T* etcape from troublesome congratulations. 

I 

ANTIOCHUS. 

*Ti8 well. But has my Arsaces neglected 
Hone of the weighty matters he was charged with f 
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ABOAOES. 

You know, my lord, my prompt obedience.* 
Skips have been fitted out at Ostia, 

Beady to qmt the port at any moment. 

And stay but for your orders. But I know not 
Whom you are sendipg back to Commagene 

ANTI0CHX78. 

When I have seen her, then departure follows. 


ABSACES. 

Who must depart ? 

V ANTIOCHUS 

Myself. 

ABSACES. 

You? 

ANTIOCHUS. 

* When I leave 

This palace, I leave Borne, and that for ever. 

ABSACES 

Tour words surprise me, and with justice, Sire. 
After Queen Berenice for so long 
Has forced you to forsake your throne and countiy, 
Betaimng you for three whole years at Borne *, 

And when this queen, her victory achieved. 

Expects your presence at her royal nuptials, 

When amorous Titus, giving her his hand, 
Surrounds her with a glory which reflects 
Its hght on you— 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Let her enjoy her fortune! 

We've talked enough. Fray, leave me, Arsaces. 
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* ABSACES. 

I Understand ycffi. Sire. These dignities 
llave made the Queen ungrateful for your kindness; 
* Friendship betray’d brings hatred in its train. 

ANTIOCHUS. , 

No, Arsaces, X never held her dearer. 

' ABSACES. 

Has then the Emperor, dazzled with new splendour. 
Ventured to slight you ? Hoes his waning favour 
Warn you to ^ke your flight from him and Borne ? 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Titus is constant as a friend can be; 

1 should do wrong to blame him. 

ABSACES. 

Why depart, then 

Some fancy makes you your own enemy. 

Heav*n places on the throne a prince who loves you. 
Who erst was witness of your valiant prowess. 

When in his steps you follow’d death and glory; 
Who, aided by your valour, in the end 
Beduced beneath his yoke the rebel Jews. 

With mingled pride and pain he well remembers 
The day that closed the long and doubl^l siege. 

The enemy upon their triple rampart 
Watch’d at their ease our ineffectual efforts. 

And all in vain we plied the Mattering ram. 

Xou, you alone, bearing a ladder, brought 
Hea& and destraction, as you scaled their walls. 

Thalt day had well nigh proved your last, and Titus 
Embrace you, lying wounded in my arms, 

While Home’s vigtorious legions wept your fall. 

And now the time is come for you to reap 
fruit of aU the blood they saw you shed. 

If, e^r to behold your realm again. 

You mesay <ft a life without a sceptre. 
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Can you not wait at least till, honpur laden 
From Osesar’s triumpli, glad Euphrates greet you 
With such additions to your royal title ^ ' 

As Rome bestows in token of her friendship ? 

Gan nought prevail to change your purpose, Sire ? 

You answer nothing! 


ANTIOCHUS. 

What wouldst have me say ? 
I wait to have a wor^ with Berenice. 

I 

ABSACES. 

And then, my lord ? 


ANTIOCHUS. 

Hers will decide my fate. 

ABSACES. 

How, Sire ? 

ANTIOCHUS. 

I wait to learn from her own lips 
The truth or falsehood of the voice of rumour 
That seats her on th’ imperial throne with Titus. 
If she is pledged to wed him, I go hence. 

ABSACES. 

Xnd why so fatal in your eyes, this marriage ? 

ANTIOCHUS. 

The rest Til tell you after we are gone. 

ABSACES. 

In what perplexity your words involve mf t 

ANTIOCHUS. 

She comes. Farewell. Do all that I have said. 



SCENE 4.] 


BGBBNICE. 


Scene 4. 

Berenice, Antiochus, Phcenice. 

BE1HNICE. 

At IdBt from these oppressive gratula^ions 
I steal away, from friends made mine by fortune; 
Escaping from their vain and tedious homage, 

To find a frieni whose ’^ords come from Ijis heart. 
I’ll not deny it, that my just impatiei]ft!e 
Blamed you for some degree of negligence. 

“ Why does Antiochus,” said I, “ whose care 
For me has h&d for witness Borne and Asia, 
Constant and true, whatever cross’d my path. 

In close attendance on my varied fortune;^; 

Why, when to-day Heav’n seems to promise me 
An honour that I fain would share with him. 
Hides he himself, and leaves me to the mercy 
Of stranger crowds ? ” 


ANTIOCHUS. 

’Tis true then. Madam, is it t 
Am I to understand from what you say 
That your long wooing is to end in marriage ? 

BEBBNICE. 

I w^ confide to you my late alarms. 

The last few days not without tears I’ve spent; 

The mourning IHtus on his Court imposed 
BEad held his love suspended «’en in secret; 

Ho more for me that ardour he display’d 
"When by my eyes entranced the livelong day 
'^He sat, an4 and could not speak for tears; 

He hade me for a while a sad farewell. 

Think how I must have grieved, whose fervent passion 
Adores him for himself idone, as ofttimes 
To yon I’ve own’d; who, were his state as mean 
As ’tis exalted, would have chosen him 
But foir his virtues. 
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▲NTIOOHU^. 

Has he now resuifed 

His amorous suit ? 


BSAElflCI!. 

C^ou witness’d how last night 
The senate, seconding his pious cares, 

Enroll’d his father as a deity. 

His filial duty, ^tisfied thereby, 

•Has given place to fove and care for me. 

E’en at this moment, tho’ he told me not 
Of his intention, his command has gather’d 
The senate, that the bounds of Palestine * 

May beyond Sjnia and Arabia reach; 

And if I may believe his friends’ report 
And his own promise sworn a thousand timea. 

He will crown Berenice Queen of all. 

Adding to other titles that of Empress. 

Hither he comes himself for my assurance, 

ANTIOCH1TS. 

And I am come to bid farewell for ever, 

BERENICE. 

Farewell for ever! What is this you say ? 

Pcince, you look pale, and trouble dims your eye f 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Yes, I must leave you. • 


The reason— 


BERENICE. 

What! may I not know 


ANTIOCHUS (cuide). 

Without sedng her again 
’Twere better to have gone. 


[act I. 


I 


i 
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BERENICE. 

^ * WhRt fear you? speak : 

Why keep me in fuspense ? What mystery 
Surrounds this parting ? 

ANTSOCHUS. 

’Tis to your command 
I bow, remember, as you hear me now 
For the last time. If from your present greatness 
Your memory recalls ydur birthplace, Mi^am, 

You cannot have forgotten that my hSart 
There felt love’s arrows first from your sweet eyes: 
Agrippa gave his sanction to my passion. 

And, as your'brother, spoke on my behalf; 

Nor seem’d you angry at the suit so urged. 

But to my loss came Titus, saw, and won* 

Your admiration dazzled by a hero 

Who carried in his hands the wrath of Borne. 

Judeea quail’d before him, and 1 fell 
The earliest victim of his vanquish’d foes. 

Sdon did your Ups, making my fate more bitter. 

Bid mine be silent. Long did 1 dispute 
That cruel sentence, with my eyes I spoke. 

Follow’d you everywhere with sighs and tears. 

At last your rigour turn’d the trembling scale, 

I must conceal my passion, or be banish’d. 

You made me swear obedience to that compact: 

But 1 confess, e’en at that very moment. 

When you extorted promise so unfair, 

I swore that I would never cease to love you. 

BERENICE. 

Alas, what Vords are these ? . 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Five years have I 
Quell’d mine own heart, and will be silent still. 

I follow’d my victorious rival’s arms. 

And hoped, since tears were vain, that I might shed 

i 2 
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<1 * I , 

My Uood$ or that ray narae, by many a feat ^ ^ 

Kenown’d, might reach your ear8,«4eaf to my voice. 
Heaven seem’d disposed to end my misery, 

You mourn’d my death, but a worse fate Ws mine, 

And, disappointed, I survived the danger. 

The Em]M}ror’8 valour more than match’d my rage; 

His merit I must own with trtte esteem. ^ 

Tho’ near in prospect gleam’d th’ imperial sceptre, 

The darling of the universe, and lov^ 

Bv you, he seem’d the mark for eveiy blow; 

^V^ilst hopeless, scorn’d, and weary of his life. 

His hapless rivaf foKow’d where he led. 

. I see your heart echoes my praise of him 
In secret, and, attentive to my tale 
Of woe, you hear me now with less regret, ‘ 

For Titus* sake forgiving all the rest. 

At last the long and cruel sie^ was o’er. 

He tamed the rebels left by feuds intestine. 

By fire and famine, bleeding, sick, and pale, 

And laid their ramparts low ’neath heaps of ruins. 

Eome saw you with the conqueror arrive. 

How in my desert home I pined and languish’d *. 

Long stay’d I roaming about Osesarea, 

Those charming gardens where I leam’d to love you. 

And made my quest for you thro’ your dominions 
Sad at your absence, sought to trace your steps. 

And wept my failure; till in mere despair. 

Master’d by grief, I turn’d tow’rds Italy; 

Where Fate reserved for me her latest stroke. 

Tttus, embracing me, brought me to you; 

A veil of friendship so deceived you both 
That you reveal’d your love to me who loved you. 

But still some lingering ho^ soothed my displeasure/ 
Home and Vespasian frowird upon your sighs, 

For all his conquests Titus might be foil’d. 

. The sire is dead, and now the son is master. 

Why fled I not at once? Some days I wish’d , 

Wherein to watch the progress of aSSalrs. 

My cup is full of sorrow, yours of joy. 

You, without me, will have enough to witness , 

Your happiness with glad congratulations. 
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I, who oould only add ill-omen’d tears, 

Too constant victim of a fruitless love, 

Be^eved to tell ^is story of my woes, 

Stain’d by n*o wild revenge, to her who caused them, 
Depart, altho’ I love you more than ever. 

bbbIenice. 

I would not have believed that on thil day 
Which is to join my destiny with Osesar’s, 

1 could have suffer’d mcwtal, unrebuked, 

To tell me to my face he is my lover. • • 

But friendship kept me silent; for its sake 
I pardon language that might well offend mo, 

Nor check’d the torrent of unjust upbraiding; 

Yet more, I grieve to hear that we must part. 

Heav’n knows that in the midst of all my Jionours 
I yearn’d for one thing more, that you might witness 
My joy; like all the world I held your virtues 
Est^m’d; my Titus met your admiration 
W‘ith warm regard. And many a time 1 joy’d 
As if with Titus when 1 talk’d wkh you. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

*Tis this that wings my flight. 1 shun, too late. 
Converse wherein you give no thought to me. 

I fly from Titus, from a name that tortures 
Each moment that your cruel lips repeat it. 

Shall I say more ? I cannot be^ those eyes 
Whose absent gaze seems fix’d upon anotiier. 
Farewell. Tour image in my heart abides; 

I go to wait for death, still loving you. 

But fear not that my passion ab deluded 
l^ill make the world resound with my misfortunes: 
The tid^gs of a death that I desire 
Alone will tell you that I lived so long* 

Farewell. 
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V Scene 5 . 

Bebeeice, Ph<enice. 

PHCBIHCE. 

Ah, howfl pity him ! Such faith 
Deserved a happier lot. Madam, do you 
Not pity him ? 

BERENICE. 

This sudden parting leaves me 
(I own it, my Phoenice) secret sorrow. 

PHCENICE. 

I would have ke^ him hack. 

BERENICE. 

1 keep him back f 

Nay, 1 should rather force me to forget him. 

Would'st have me, then, encourage a mad passion ? 

FHCENICE. 

Not yet has Titus all his heart unbosomed. 

With eyes of jealousy Rome sees you. Madam; 

I dread for you the rigour of her laws, 

They count a foreign marriage a disgrace: 

All monarchs Borne detests, and Berenice 
Is one. 

BEBE|riCE. 

The time is gone when I could tremble. 

The Emperor loves me, and his word has pow*r 
Unlimited. He’ll see the senate bring me 
Their homage, and the people crown his statues 
With garlands. 

Have you seen this night’s rare splenddur^ 
Are not your eyes fill’d with its dazzling glory ? 

That funeral pyre, the darkness lost in light 
Of blazing torches, armies with their eagles. 
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L< 2 ng lines of ligtors, consuls, senators, 

crowd of Kings, and aU with glory Arrow’d 
From Titus; gold and purple which enhanced 
His majesty, and bays that crown*d the victor; 

All eyes of visitors from eviry land 
Turning their eager gaze on him alone; 

That noble carriage, and that air benign,— 

Good gods! wi|)h what affection and respect 
All he^s assured* him of their loyalty! « 

Could any then behold him and not tnink. 

As I did, that, however lowly born. 

The world would still have own’d him as its master ? 

But whithm* does my fond remembrance wander ? 

All Borne, Phoenice, at this very moment 
Offers her vows for Titus, and with smoUb 
Of sacrifice inaugurates his reign. 

Why should we linger ? Let us add our pray’rs 
For his success to Heav'n that watches o’er him. 

Then straightway, without waiting to be summon’d, 

I’ll seek him, and in loving colloquy 
Say all that warm affection, long repress’d. 

Inspires in hearts contented with each other. 


ACT 11. 

Scene 1. 

Titus, Paulinub, Attendants. 

TITUS. 

Oomn^agene’s monarch been inform’d 
Tl&t I desire to see him ? 

PAULINUS. 

'' t ^ 

To the Queen 

' t W€^t, and found the Prince had been with her. 
But he was gone or ever I arrived. 

I have left word to let him know your wishes. 
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TITUS. 

’Tis well. And wbat does she, Queen Berenice ? 

PAULi^kus 

The Queen this moirfent, grateful for your goodness, 
Loads Heav’n with prayers for your prosperity. 

She IS gone forth, my lord. < 


Alas! 


TITUS 

Too kind a Princess! 


PAULINUS. 

Wliy breathe for her that sigh of sorrow ? 
When well nigh all the East will bow before her. 
Needs she your pity ? 


TITUS 

Let us talk m private. 


Scene 2. 

Titus, Paulinus. 

TITUS j 

Borne, stiU uncertain of my purpose, waits 
To learn the future fortune of the Queen ; 

The secrets of her heart and mine, ij^Lulinus, 

Are now become the theme of every tongue. 

’Tis time that 1 should make my meaning plaiiii 
What says the public voice of her and me r , 
Tell me, what hear you ^ 

PAULINUS. 

By aU lips, my liege^ 

X hear your virtues and her beauty prai^. 
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TITTTS. 

What aa!f they of the sighs I breathe for her? 

What end expect thej of a love so faithful ? 

* 

PAVLlNUa. ^ 

Nought balks your pow*r; love on, or quench this passion, 

The Court will be subservient to your wishes. 

* - • 

TITUS. 

Ah yes, I know the Court is insince:.,. 

Too ready alws^s to content its masters, 

Approving e’en, a Nero’s horrid crimes; 

I’ve seen them on their knees adore his m^ness. 

I will not take for ju%e a sernle Court, 

I’ll play my part upon a nobler stage; 

And, without giving ear to Flattery’s voice, 

I wish to hear the heart of Rome thro’ you, 

Aa you have promised. Fear and reverence 
Close me the door to murmurs and complaint: 

For better eyes and ears, my dear Paulinus, 

To you I make appeal, and borrow yours: 

’Tis this return I ask for private friendship, 
lhat what my people feel you should express, 

That thro’ the mists of flattery the truth 
Should reach me, thanks to your sincerity. 

. then. For what must Berenice look ? 

Will !l^me to her show harshness or indulgence ? 

Am I to think that she would be offended 
Were Queen so fair to grace ti’ imperial throne ? 

PAULINUS. 

« 

Bqdht not, iqy lord, be’t reason or caprice, 

Rome 1^11 be loath to have her for an Empress. 

They knf pw her charms, and own that hand so fair 
May'Seif^ tb you worthy to wield your sceptre; 

No Noman dame, say they, has heart more noble; 

^he a thousand virtues, but, my lord, 

^e i4 a Qu^. Bome,'by a changeless law 
Admits no. foreign blood with hers to mingle, 
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Nor will she recognize the lawless issue 
Of unions which our customs have forbidden. 

Rome, too. you know, when banishing her Kings. 
Condemn’d that name, so sacred hitherto. 

To the black stigma of eternal hatred; 

And, tho’ she stoops^submissive to her Ceesars, 

That hatred, the last relic of her pride. 

Survives in hearts whence freedom has departed. 
Julius, whose martial glory first subdued her. 

•And drown’d thb voice of law ’mid din of arms. , 
Smitten with Cleopatra’s beauty, fear'd 
To wed her. and in Egypt left her lonely 
To mourn his absence. Antony, whose lovff 
Made her his idol, in her lap forgot 4 
Country and faipe. yet dared not call her wife : 

Rome track’d the traitor to his charmer’s knees, 

Nor let her vengeful fury be disarm’d 
Till she had overwhelm’d the amorous pair. 

Since then, my lord. Caligula and Nero. 

Monsters whose very name I blush to mention. 

Whose outward aspect only show’d them human, 

Who trampled under foot all other laws. 

Fear’d this one only, and refrain’d from lighting 
Before our eyes a hymeneal torch 
Hateful to itome. You bade me speak with frankness. 
We’ve seen the brother of the freedman Pallas. 

Felix, whose back still bears the brand of Claudius. 
Become the husband of two foreign Queens, 

And. if I needs must tell unvamish’d truth. 

Both Queens were of the blood of Berenice. 

Think you that Borne withofit offence could ^ 

Partner of Csesar’s bed this Eastern princess. 

Whose countrymen beheld one of our slaves 
Leave chains and fetters for their Queens’ caresses 
Thus public feeling views your present passion; 

Nor am I sure that, ere this sun has set. 

The senate will not. in the name of Borne, . ' ^ V 

Repeat to you what I have dared to say. 

And the whole city, falling at your feet. 

Add their entreaties for a choice more worthy i 
Of you and them. Weigh well what you will answer^ 
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TITV8. 

Ahr! What a love they wish me to renounce J 

PAU^INUS. 

That love is ardent, I must e’en confers it. 

TITUS. 

Stronger a thousand timhs than you can think. 

It has become to me a needful pleasuih * 

To see her every day, and win her favour. 

Yet more, (no secrets have I with Faulinus,) 

How oft has Heav’n received my warmest thanks 

For her, that she embraced my father’s side 

In Edom, and beneath his banners ranged 

The armies of the East, and, all mankind 

Bousing, entrusted to his peaceful sway 

Borne, drunk with blood! 1 wish’d my father’s throne, 

E’en It Faulinus, who to save his life 

Would willingly have died, had Fate consented 

To lengthen out the thread of his existence: 

And all in hopes, (how ill a lover knows 
What he desires!) to share that throne with her. 

Her love and loyalty to recognize, 

And lay my heart with all the world before her. 

In spite of all my love and all her beauty. 

After so many oaths, so many tears, 

Now when I have the ww’r to crown such charms, 

Now whOn my heart adores her more than ever. 

And can, united to her own in marriage. 

Fay in one day the vows of five long years, 

I am about—x e gods, how shall I say it ? 

FAULINUS, 

What, Sire ? 

TITUS. 

f 

To part from her for evermore. « 

This moment only seals my heart’s surrender: 

If J desired to hear your frank avowal, 

’Twas only that youy zeal might aid in secret 
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Th’ extinction of a love with anguish silenced. 

Long has fair Berenice held the balance ** 

Suspended, and if glory outweighs passion, 

Believe me it has been a desp'rate conflict, 

From which my heart will blAjd for many a day. 4 
Calm was life's ocea^ when love’s bark 1 launch'd^ 

The sceptre of the world by other hands 
Was sway’d. Consulting no one but myself, 

Free felt I to indulge each amorofls sigh; 

JBut scarce had Heav’n recall’d my fa&er’s spirit. 

And I, with sad farewell, had closed his eyes. 

When I awoke from that fools’ paradise, 
r felt the burden that was laid upon me, * 

I knew that soon, instead of soft indulgence, 

1 should be call’d on to renounce myself, 

And that Heav’n’s choice, thwarting the course of love, 
Would make the world henceforth engross my care. 

’J o-day Home watches my new line of conduct; 

What shame for me, for her what evil omen, 

If at my first step all her claims I spurn’d, 

And bas^ my happiness upon the ruin 
Of ancient laws! Bent on this sacrifice, 

I wish’d to break the blow to Berenice: 

!^iit where can 1 begin ? These last eight days. 

How oft have I been minded to disclose 
My purpose! And each time my tongue refused 
To speak a single word, as if ’twere frozen 
Within my mouth. I hoped the pain 1 felt 
Might give her warning of our common woe: 

But touch’d by my alarm, all unsuspecting. 

She sought to dry the tears ^hose source she knew not, 
And nought foreboded less than that a love. 

So well deserved, was drawing to an end. 

At length this morning I have steel’d my heart 
To tell the truth: Paulinus, I must see her. 

I wait to ask Antiochus to take 

This precious charge, no longer mine to guard. 

Back to the Eastern clime from which she came. 
To*morrow Home shidl see the Queen depart 
With him. Soon she shall leam her fate from me. 
When for the last time we converse together. ^ 



BEBSNICE. 



PAULINirS. 

^ht no leas' from that heroic soul 
I Victory has follow’d everywhere. 
Judaea, and her smoking ramparts, 
fionuments of noble*courage, 

^vl me well enough you would not mar 
^.me that you have won by feats of arms, 
jthat the viirtor of so many nations 
4ier or later woifld subdue his pass^ns* 


TITUS. 

Older what s^cious names does Glory mask 
Her cruel will! How would her charms seem fairer, 
Were it but death she call’d on me to faco! 

Till now, ’twas Berenice who inspired 
The ardour that 1 felt for her attractions. 

You know that once Eenown no lustre shed 
Around my name; brought up at Nero’s Court, 

My youth, by ill eeample led astray, 

Too prone to heed the voice of self-indulgence, 
Scorn’d nobler aims, Paulinus. Berenice 
Enthrall’d iby heatt. What cannot Love achieve 
To please the loved one, and to win tho’ vanquish’d ? 
I spent my blood; all to my sword gave way; 
Tnumphant I return’d. But tears and blo^ 
Suihced not to deserve my lady’s favour: 

A thousand wretches bless’d the aid I brought them. 
On every side they saw my bounty spread, 

And 1 was happy, more than Vou can guess. 

When in hor eyes I read warm approbation 
Of countless hearts won by my benefits. 

I owe her all. And what reward is hers ? 

That debt about to be flung back upon her! 

As recompense for virtues so unrivall’d 
My tongue will say: ** Depart, see me no more ” 

’ PAXniJNUS. 

What, Sire, is all that new-born grandeur nothing, 
Whidh tp Euphrates will extend her pow’r ? 



[aOT II. 


848^ b^cine’s wobks. 

\ 

Honours so great as to surprise tke senate, 

A hundred tribes added to her dominiomi; 

Are noTel tokens of ingratitude. 

TITJUS. 

Weak trifles to engage so great a sorrow! 

I know too well how Berenice’s heart 
Craves nothing but mine own. I loved her fondly, 

And was beloved as well. Since <that glad day, 

^(Should I not lUther call it most disastrous), 

Loving me only for myself, in Borne 
A stranger, unfamiliar with my Court, 

She lives without a wish but for the hour t< 

When she may see my face, meanwhile content 
To wait. And jf at times my footstep lingers, 

And I appear not at th* expected moment, 

I find her when 1 come all bathed in tears. 

Which long refuse my efforts to dispel them. 

All the most binding ties of love, reproaches 
That sweetly merge in transports of delight 
Dash’d with fresh fears, charms uuconstrain’d by art. 
Beauty and virtue, all I find in her. 

For five whole years have I beheld her daily, 

And every day her face wears new attractions. 

No more I’ll tliink of it. Let’s go, Paulinus, 

My resolution wavers while we linger. ^ 

Great Heav’ns, that 1 should greet her with such tidings ! 
Once more, let’s go, I must not hesitate. 

I know my duty, ’tis for me to follow: 

Without concern whether I live or die. 


Scene 3. 

Titus, Paulinus, Butilus. 

i 

BUTILUS. 

The Queen, your Majesty, would speak with.yOu. 


Alas, Paulinus 1 


TITUS. 
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SPA-TTLINirS. 

• Drawing back already! 
Banember, Sire, your noble resolution; 
Now is the time. 


TITUS. 

Well see her. Let her come. 


Scene 4. 

Titus, Berenice, Paulinus, Ph(Enice. 

BERENICE. 

Be not offended, if my zeal outruns 
Discretion, and disturbs your privacy. 

While your Court, gathering around, repeat 
The favours show’r’d so freely on my hc^. 

Sir, is it right that 1 at such a moment 
Should stay alone, and gratitude be silent ? 

I know your friend sincere, nor need I shun 

His presence, well acquainted as he is 

With our hearts’ secret; you have done with mourning. 

Nought hinders you, and yet you seek me not. 

1 hear..you offer me another sceptre, 

But from yourself I hear no word of it. 

Let us have more repose and less display; 

Is your love dumb except before the senate ? 

Ah, Titus (for my heart disowns those titles 
Of majesty which fear and reverence prompt). 

Why should your love be bu^en’d with such cares ? 

4re crowns the only prize that it can offer Y 
How long have you supposed I covet grandeur ? 

A sigh, a look, a word that falls from you, 

Are ail th* ambition of a heart like mine. 

See me more often, and come empty handed. 

Is all yoqr time devoted to your empire ? 

Bight days have pass’d, and have you nought to tell me ? 
One word would reassure this timid heart! 

But was your speech of me, when I surprised you ? 
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WerS my concerns the subject of ^iscouise ? 

Was 1 at least, Sir, present to yoilir thought ? 

I 

TITUS. 

Of that you may be sure: for Heav'n is witness 
That Berenice is before me air-ays. 

Kor time, nor absen^, once again I swear it, 

Can banish you from my adoning soul. 

BEBEVICB^i 

Why, what is this ? ^ You swear eternal ardour, 

But, even while you swear, are cold as ice! 

Why make appeal to Heav’u’s omnipotence ? 

What need have I of oaths to stren^hen trUst ? 

I have no wish to think you false, my lord. 

And will believe <^he witness of a sieL 

TITUS. 

Madam— 


BBBEKICE, 

I listen. But, without reply, 

You turn away your eyes and seem perplex'd! 

Why is your countenance so full of woe ? 

Will you for ever mourn your father's death ? 

Can nothing charm away this gnawing sorrow ? 

TITUS. 

Ah! would to Heav'n my father yet were living. 
How happy should I be! 

BEBBNIOB. 

Sir, this regret 

Boes honour to your filial piety, 

But to his memory your tears have paid 
Due tribute. Other cares you owe to Borne; 

I dare not say how much your glory moves 
My own concern. Once I could soothe your troubh 
And Berenice’s voice you heard with pleasure; 

For your sake vex'd with manifold miuortuneeC 
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A word from you has made me check my tears. 

You mourn a fathe):: ’tis ft common sorrow, 

While 1 (the bare remembrance makes me shudder,^) 
So iftorly tom frdin him whom more tiian life 
1 loted, the an^ish of whose heart you know 
When parted ^m my Titus for a moment, 

T, who w^uld die if banish'd from your sight, 

Never to see you tnore— , 
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TITUS. 

Alas! What say ^ou ? 

Why choose this time ? Pray cease, fof pity’s sake : 
Your kindness crushes an ungrateful wretch. 

BERENICE. 

Ungrat4tul! can it be that you are that ? 

Are you so weaiy of my tenderness Y * 

TITUS. 

No, never; since I must the truth confess, 

My heart bums now with fiercer flames than ever. 
But— 


Speak. 


BERENICE. 


TITUS. 

Alas! 


BERENICE. 


rkn 


TITUS. 

Borne and the empin 


'BMWicrTnv 

‘ TITUS. 

• 'Let's go, PauHnus; I am duml 
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Scene 

( • 
Berenice, Fhcenice. • 

BERENICE. 

Bo soon to leave ! and without a word! 

A doleful meeting truly, dear Phoenice! 

What have 1 done ? What means he by this silence ? 

« 

* < PUCENICE. 

Like you I’m puzzled to account for it. 

Does nothing to your memory occur 

Which may have raised a prejudice against you ? 

Consider well. ^ 

BERENICE. 

Alas! you may believe me, 

The more I wish to bring to mind the past. 

From the first dav I saw him till this hour. 

The only fault 1 find is too much fondness. 

You heard us. Tell me frankly, my Phcenice, 

Did I say anything that could displease him 
I know not if, perchance, with too much heat 
1 scorn’d his gifts, or blamed the grief that vex’d him' 
Ts it his peox)le’s hatred that he dreads? 

He fears, it may be, to espouse a Queen. 

Alas, if that were true.—It cannot be, 

A hundred times at least he has assured me 
He slights their cruel laws. Why does he not 
Explain so harsh a silence? This suspense 
Will kill me. How could 1 endure to live 
Neglected, feeling I had him offended? 

Let us go after him. But thro’ my brain 
Flashes a thought that may the source reveid 
Of this disorder. Has he team’d where loves 
Antiochus ? Can that have moved his anger? 

I heard the King was summon’d to his presence. 

Why further seek for cause of my distress ? 

Doubtless this trouble that has so alarm’d me 
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but a light suspicion, ;vrhich with ease 
May be disarm'd. This feeble victory 
Br&gs me no prMe, my Titus. Would to Hea>’n 
A worthier of your jealous fears 
Might try my faith, and offer empire wider 
Timn itome can boast, to pay me for my love; 
While you had nought to ^ve me bu|^ yourself! 
Then would you see, victorious and beloved. 

How much I prize your heart, my dearest Titus. 
Oqme, let us go? One vford will clear his doubts. 
Let me take courage, I can please him^ still 
Too soon have I counted myself unhappy; 

'IHtus must love me if his heart is jealous. 
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ACT III. 

Scene 1. 

Titus, Antiochus, Arsacfs 

TITUS. 

So you would leave us, Prince! What sudden reason 
Sj^eds your departure, shall I say your flight 't 
Wjould you have gone in secret, without taking 
Our farewell wishes ? Is it as a fiie 
You quit us P What will Borne then say to this 
I, aa your friend, my Court, and all the empire P 
Wherein have I offended ? Bid I treat you 
Without distinction just like other kings" 

While yet my father lived my heart was yours, 

Thai was the only present 1 could make you; 

How, when my hand can open with my heart. 

You dhun the favours I would fain bestow. 

Think, you, the hazards of the past forgotten. 

My pieaent grandeur every thought engrosses. 

Am aH my friends, fast mding in the distance, 
Wanj^ no longer, are accounted strangers *r 
t. ' a a 
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[act 111. 


C 

Of you, dear Prince, who thijs would steal away, 
Mr TiAftd iR crrpAtAr than it evnr war. 


ANTIOCHUB. 

t\e _o 




'PT'pft'Q 


ANTIOCHUS. 

Alas! what can you. lo6k for 
From one so luc'aleBi, Sire, but useless wishes y 

TITUS. 

Can I forget, Prince, that my victory * 

Owed half its glory to your valiant deeds. 

That in the train of captives Borne beheld 
More than one vanquish’d by Antiochus "i 
And laid up in the Capitol she saw 
Spoils that your hands had taken from the Jews ? 
These brave achievements are enough for me, 

Ko further claim 1 make but on your counsel. 

I know that Berenice, to your care 
A debtor, has in you a faithful friend; 

Her eyes and ears are giv’n to you alone 
In Borne, you share with us one heart and soul. 
For friendship’s sake, so constant and devoted. 
Exert the influence that you have with her; 

Bee her for me. 


ANTIOCHUS. 

I? Nay, I cannot lace her. 

She has received my last farewell for ever. 

* 

Tifus. 

Prince, speak to her again on my behlhlf. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Plead your own cause, my lord. Thfi Queen adores you 
Why should you at this hour deny yoniBetf 
The pleasure of so charminir an avowal 
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She waits yoa with impatience. I will answer 
For her oh^ence with my parting breath; 
fU^y to yield consent, herself has told me 
Th*at when you see her neit, *twill be to woo her. 

• * Tftcus. 

Ah; would that I could thus confess *my passion! 
To do so would be happiness indeed! 

My love was ready to b^rst forth to-day, 

This very day when 1, dear Prince, myst leave her. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Leave her, milord ? 


TITUS. 

Such my sad destiny: 

For her and Titus is no longer hope 

Of wedlock, vainly that sweet thought has lured me: 

To-morrow, Prince, she must depart with you. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Heavens! What is this ? 


TITUS. 

Pity the pow*r that galls me 
Lord of the universe, I rule its fortunes; 

1 set Up Kings, and cast them down at will; 

Tet can 1 not of mine own heart dispose. 

Borne, the eternal foe of royal titles, 

Bisdains a beauty bom to we&r the purple: 

The glitter of a crown and long descent 
From kingly sires are in her eyes a scandal 
To smirch my flame. This heart of mine is free 
To rove elsewhere, and choose the meanest bride 
Of Roman blood, nor need I dread a murmur 
To mar the shouts of welcome and delight. 

The mighty Julius could not stem that tide 
Which sweeps me on. If Borne to-morrow sees not 
The Queen’s departure, she will hear the people 
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'Demand of me her instant banishment. 

Let us then spare ourselves that base affront, 

,And yield, ^ince yield we must, without disgrace. 

My eight days’ silence and averted eyes ' 

Will have pi'e])ared her for this sad announcement 
E’en at this moment, restless'‘and excited, 

She longs to learn my purpose fi:om myself. 

Soothe the keen anguish of a tortured lover, 

And s])are me the sore task of explanation. 

Go, make her understand my troubled Silence, 
tAnd why it is I mult avoid her presence; 

Be you sole witness of her tears and mine, 

Take her my last farewell, and bring me hers, 

I shrink from parting words and looks of s^ncss. 
Which might o’erthrow my tottering resolution. 

If it can ease hei misery to know 

That in my soul her image lives and reigns, 

Assure her. Prince, that, faithful to the end. 

My broken heart, banish’d from happiness 
No less than she, and bearing to the tomb 
Her name beloved, will, like a captive bird, . 

Pine for release, as long as Heav’n that tears 
Her from me, may protract my weary life. 

You, Prince, whom friendship’s ties alone have bound 
To her, forsake her not in her a£9iction; 

By you escorted to her Eastern realms. 

Let her appear in triumph, not in flight. 

•And to confirm a friendship so devoted. 

And keep my name fresh in your memories. 

Let your dominions reach each other’s borders; 
Euphrates only shall divide your kingdoms. 

I Imow the senate holds your name so honoui^’d^ 

They with one voice ■will ratify this gift, » : ,' i 
I join Cilicia to your Commagene. ' . 

Farewell. Desert her not, my Bei^ce, 

Queen of my heart, sole object of desire, 

Whom only I can love till I expire. 
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Scene 2. 

Aktiochcs, Abs^ces. . 

▲BBACES. 

Thus is kind Heav*n prepared to do you justice i 
Tou will leave ^me. Sire, but with Berenice. 

You force her not away,*they to your han^s 
Consign her. ^ 

▲NTIOCHUB. 

^ Give me time, good Arsaces. 

The change is great, Snd iny surprise extreme; 

Titus to me resigns his dearest treasure! , 

Gods! can I credit what mine ears have heard ? 

Atid should my heart be glad, could I believe it? 

ABSACES. 

And what am I, my lord, to think of you ? 

With what fresh hindrance is your joy confronted ? 

DiA you deceive me when just now, at parting. 

Still moved with anguish at a last farewell, 

You told me all your heart had dared to tell her, 

And trembled at your own audacity ? 

'Twas her impending marriage urged your flight, 

, That fear removed, what care can trouble you ? 

F0II9W. where love invites your willing footsteps. 

. . ANTIOCHUS. 

' • 

With her safe conduct I am charged, my friend. 

And sweetest intercourse shall long enjoy; 

Her. eyes will grow accustom’d to the sight 
Of mine; and learn, perchance, how much my ardour, 

So pevseverii^, tnakes the suit of Titus 
8e^ weak cold. Here all his grandeur daunts me; 
In Boi^e nought else is seen beside his splendour; ’ 
Bu^ the’ his name is in the East renown’d, 

The traces of my glory too are there 
For her tQ See. 
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ABSAOES." 

Ay, Fortune favours 

ANTIOCHUS. 

All! How we mock ourselves with self-deception !c 

ABSACBS. 

Why, what deception ? 



ANTIOCHUS. 

Could I ever please her ? 

Or Berenice cease to thwart my love ? - 

Would she let fall a word to ease my pain ? 

Think you that rhe, in her unhappiness, 

Tho* all the world besides should slight her charms. 
Would thank me for my tears, or condescend 
So far as to accept the zealous service 
Which she should feel she owed to my affection ? 

ABBACES. 

And who can better solace her disgrace ? 

Her prospect now is changed from what it was: 
Titus forsakes her. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Ah! this turn of fortune 
Will bring me nothing but an added torture. 

To learn how much she loves him from her tears; 

I shall behold her grief, and pity her 
Myself. The fruit of all mf love will be 
To see her weep, but not, alas, for me. ' 

ABSACEB. 

Why thus continue to torment yourself? 

Was ever known a noble heart more feeble? 

Open your eyes, and see how many reasons ' 

Must move fair Berenice to yours. 

How that no longer Titus courts her favour,' 

She will perforce accept your hand^ my master. ' 
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And wIl^ perforgp ? 

AB8ACE8. 

I 

* Give lier some days to weep,— 

Xiet the^rst sobs of grief be unrestrain'd; 

Then iJl will work for yon, vexation, vengeance, 

His absence and your presence, time itself. 

Her single band too weak to wield three sceptres, 

Tour realms so ready to be join'd with hdrs, 

Interest, reason, friendship, all unites you. 

• ANTIOCHUS. 

1 breathe once more, you give me back life. 

With joy I hail a presage so agreeable. 

Why tany f Let my mission be discharged. 

Ill see the Queen, and since the task is mine. 

Tell her that Titus has deserted her— 

But stay, what would 1 do ? Is it for me 
To take upon myself such cruel errand ? 

My heart revolts, whether from love or pity. 

Shall my dear Berenice hear from me 

She u forsaken ? "V^o would e’er have guess'd it. 

That such a word should strike upon her eai* ? 

ABSACES. 

Her indication will all fall on Titus; 

And if you speak, 'twill be at her desire. 

AETIOCHUS. 

; No, let us not intrude upon her sorrow; 

Let others come to tell of her misfortune. 

Ho you-not think it will be hard enough 
For h^r to hear how Titus spurns her fwm him, 

: ,^th4nt the further bitterness of learning * 

H&,pcbsnfui treatment from a rival’s lips ? 

, Onc^ inore^ let's flynor by such evil tidings 
Xiicidr the weight of her undying hatred. . 
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c 

ASSaCBS^ 

Ah! Here she comes. Now to your pait, my lord • 
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Scene 3. \ 

I 

BsbenicB, A'vtiochus, Absaces, Phggnice. 

BERENICE. 

Why, how is this ? I thought you goiw 

ANTIOCHUS. 

1 sFe that you are disappointed. Madam, 

And it was Caesar that you here expected. 

Him must you blame if, spite of my farewell. 

My presence still offends unwilling eyes. 

I should, perhaps, have been ere now at Ostia, 

Had not his orders kept me at his Court. 

BERENICE. 

Your presence then he welcomes, mine he shuns. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

t • 

He has detain’d me but to speak of you. 

BERENICE. 

Of me, Prince ? ' 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Yes, of you. ' 

BERENICE. 

What could he sayl^ ’ 

* / 

ANTIOCHUS. 

# 

A thousand others are more fit to tell you« 
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. BERENICE. 

Wtat. Sir!— ^ 

* ANTIOOBUS. 

^ Suspend, dear Madam, your resentment. 
Anothev, far from seekmg t5 be silent, 

Perhaps would triumph, ^nd with ready boldm sa 
Might gladly yield to your impatient wish, 

But I, whose n^rt shnnks ever, as you know, 

From wounding fdblmgs dearer than min^ own. 
Would rather risk displeasure than distress you. 
Dreading your sorrow even more than anger. 

Ere sunset you will justify my silence. 


HERirnTriE. 

What words are these ? Stay, Prince, 
I cannot hide my trouble from your eye. 

You see before you a distracted Queen; 

Speak but two words, for I am sick at heart. 

You fear, say you, to trouble my repose; 

This cruel reticence spares me no pain, 

It pierces deep, it stirs my wrath, my hatred. 

Sir, if you hold my peace of mmd so precious, 

If ever I myself to you was dear. 

Lighten this darkness that you see o’erwhelms mo. 

Tell me what Titus said. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

For Heav’n’s sake. Madam— 

BSBENICE. 

Bo you «o little fear to disobey me ? 

ANTIOCHU8. 

To tell tbe timth would be to make you hate me. 


Sneidc* I command you. 


BEBEEXCE. 
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AKTldCHtl^. 

I* 

Gods! What lohomence! 
C)n(» more, believe me, jou will praise mj silence. 

BERENICE. ' 

This moment, Princo, comply witji what I ask. 

Or be assured that 1 shall always hate you. 

, ANTIOCHUS*. 

That sentence, Madam, shall release my tongue. 
Since you will have it so, 1 must content you. 

But do not be deceived: I have to tell , 

Of troubles peradventure little dream’d of. ' 

I know your heart; you must expect a blow 
To strike it where your feeling is most tender. 

Titus commands me— 


BEBENICE. 

What? 

ANTIOCHUS. 

To let you know 

That you must part for ever from each other. 

BERENICE. 

Part! He and I? Titus from Berenice? 

ANTIOCHTTS. 

Yet at the same time I must Uo him justice; > 

All the repugnance that a generous heart 
Can feel when love is vanquish’d by despair, ‘ ' ' . 
l*ve seen in him., He worships while he we^s 
But he’s convinced ’tis vain to love you longer.^ 

Borne holds the very name of Queen suspected; 

Yes, you and he must part. You leave to-morrow;;‘ 

BERENICE.' . 


Part! Oh, Phoenicel 



SCENE 4.] ^EBBKICE., • 

• ^ 

. * FOCeNICB. 

You must show, dear Madam; 
llie greatness of your soul. This sudden blow 
Is doubtless hard to bear, and well may stun you. 

♦ > 

BERENICE. , 

Titus forsake me! Alllhis vows forgotten! 

Titus, who swore to me—m not believe it; 

Honour forbids him so to cast me off. ^ 

It is a slander on his innocence, * 

A trap to tear two loving hearts asunder. 

Too dear he holds me to desire my death. 

Come, I wilPsee him, speak with him forthwith. 
Come, let us go. 

* 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Is falsehood in my face? -- 

BERENICE. 

Too much you wish it true, Sir, to persuade me. 

No, I believe you not. Be’t as it may. 

Take heed you never see my face again. 

{to Ph(enice.) 

Do not desert me in this dire distress. 

I struggle hard to keep myself deluded. 


Scene 4. 

Antiochus, Arsaces. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Heard I aright? or did my ears deceive me ? 

Me did she bid, me, ne’er to see her more ? 

I'll take good tare of that. Was I not living. 
Had Titus not detain'd me 'gainst my will? 

Xes, I must go, Get ready, Arsaces. 

Her hatred, wherewithal she thinks to blast me. 
Strike off my chains. Just now you saw a lover 
Departing, jealous with a wild despair; 
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Now, Hfith. this warning ringing iik mine ears, , 

I’ll go, methinks, in proud indifference. 

ABSACES. 

There is less need to leave heraow than ever.. 

i 

* 

ANTIOCHUS. 

, .>Bhall I then sta^ to see myself disdain’d, • 

And bear the blame of Ocesar’s cruelty? 

See myself punish’d because he offends ? 

With what injustice and unworthy scorn 

She tells me to my face that I’m dishonest! ^ ‘. 

For thanks she taxes me with perfidy, 

Saying that I’m a traitor, he is true! 

And when forsooth ? Just at the bitter moment 
When I was setting forth my rival’s tears; 

When to console her 1 presented Titus 
’More tenderly attach’d than truth may warrant. ' 

j 

ABSACES. 

, ) 

Why vex yourself, my lord, with thoughts like these? 

Give to this angry torrent time to flow; 

A week, or at the most a month, will dry it. 

Only remain. 

I 

ANTIOCHUS, 

No, Arsaces, I leave her. 

Her sorrow might excite my sympathy; 

My peace, my honour urge mcoto be gone. 

* Iiet us fly far enough from Berenice ’ . 

To hear her very name no longer mention’d. 

Still there is time, the day is not yet spent^ ' ^ 

I’ll seek my palace, there to wait for you \ 

Haste, see how she supports this crushing blow, 

.Until I know she lives, 1 cannot go. / ; 
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ACT IV. 

S^ene 1 . 

Berenice. ’ 

Fhoeuice comes not! Tantalizing moments, 
How slow je sdem to my impatient wishes * 
Bestless I pace this floor, faint, sick at Hbart 
Strength fails me, yet it kills me to l^ quiet. 
Fhcenice comes not! Ah, how this delay 
Appals my heart with a too fatal presage I 
Phoenice has no answer to bring back ; 

Titus, ungrateful Titus will not hear he^; 

He seeks in flight a refuge from my fury. 


Scene 2. 

Berenice, Phojnice. 

BERENICE. 

Well, dear Phoenice, have you seen the Emperor ? 

WliBt says he V Will he come ? 

PH(EN1C£. 

Yes, I have seen himr 
And painted your distress i^ darkest tints; 

Tears he would isiiii have check’d flow’d from his eyes. 

BERENICE. 

And comes he ? 

PHOSNICE. 

He will come; doubt it not, Madam, 

But will you show yourself in this disorder? 

’Calm yoflrselff dearest lady, be composed. 

Let me replace the veil that from its place 
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Has slipt, and smooth this too dish^yelVd hair; 
No trace of weeping must jour charms dis^gure. 

f 

BEBENICE. 

Najf let them he, Phoenice; her shall see 
His handiwork. Whj^t boots this yain apparel ? 
If mj true love, mj tears and sighs, nor they 
Alone, but certain death whose near approach 
I feel, avail not to recall him to mdS 
Will your superflhour cares be more successful, 
Aiding attractions that have ceased to move him 

PHCENICE. ® 

Why will you load him with unjust reproaches ? 
I hear a step, dear Madam; it is Oeesar’s. 

This place is public, haste to your apartments. 
There you in private may converse together. 


Scene 3. 

Titus, Patjlinus, Attendants. 

TITUS. 

Do what you can to soothe the Queen, Paulinus; 
Tell her rm coming. 

I would be alone 
A moment. Let them leave n^e. 

PAULINUS (aside), 

.How I fear 

This conflict! May the gods protect his glory, ^ 
And Home’s! rU see the Queen. 
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Scene 4. 

Titus. 

What (Lost thou, Titus? 
How rash art thou, thus \o seek Berenice! 

Art thou prepared to take a last farewell ? 

And is thine heart steel’d to such cruelty ? 

For in the conflict that awaits thee n^w ' 

Firmness is not enough, thou must be ruthless. 

^How shall I bear those eyes whose tender glance 
Knows btft tcJO well the way to reach my heart ? 
When;!: encounter that soul-piercing gaze 
Fix’d upon mine, can I resist her tears. « 

Or bear in mind the stem behest of duty ? 

How shall I say: ** See me nq more for ever ? ” 

I am about jko stab a heart that loves me. 

Beloved by me. And why ? At whose command ? 
Mine own' for Borne has not declared her wishes. , 

I hear no cries surging around this palace, 

'Nor see the State hanging o’er ruin’s brink. 

Heeds it a sacrifice like this to save it ? 

/ Its voice is silent: 1. my own tormentor. 

:;Bush to meet troubles I ma^ keep at bay. 

Who knows but Borne, ownmg the Queen’s rare virtues. 
Will count her one of her own citizens ? 

Borne by her choice may justify my own; 

I will not court,^destruction, no, not I. 

Let Borne against her laws weigh in the balance 
Such lovq as hers, such tear^, such constancy. 

And she will side with me>^ 

Open thine eyes; 

What^ahr is this that thou dost breathe ? Can love 

0^ fear ^r^icate the hate of Kings 

That Bomans with their mothers’ milk imbibe ? > 

Their sentence against Kings condemns thy Queen. 
Hast thou not heard it from thine earliest years ? 

And even iu' the camp the voice of Fame 
Froehum'd thy duty m thine ears once more. 
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'V^riten Berenice hither follo^d 

Borne did not fail to let thee knowW judgment. 

How often must that judgment be repeated? 

' Coward, let love prevail, renounce the throng 
. Seek Earth’s remotest bounds, and, there contned 
Resign to worthier hands the '2eins of empire. 

Is this the end then pf those glorious projects 
Which were t’ enshrine my memory in all hearts P 
' Eight dajs have 1 been reigning, and till now ' 
Nought have I done for honour, all for love. 

^at record can I give of time so precious ? 
Where are the boons I led men to expect? 

The tears that I have dried ? The happy eyes 
Wherein I read the fruit of kindly service ? •« 

How have the burdens of the world been lighten 
What span of lif/^ to me has been allotted 
1 know not; and how much of these few days, 

. So long expected, have I lost already! 

Belay no longer; do what honour bids, ^ 

And break the only tie— 


Scene 5 . , 

Berenice, Titus. 

BERENICE (coining from her apartment), 

Nay, let me go. 

Your counsel all is vain to keep me b(Mk; 

And I must see him— ,, r 

Ah, my lord, you hefel 
Then it is true Titus abandons me! 

And we must part! 'Tis he will have it so! ’ 

• k ‘ 

THUS. ' ' ' 

Spare, Ma^hun* to o’erwhelm a hapless prince/^ '. • 
We must not melt each other’s hearts with 
1 am consumed '^th cruel griefs enough . 
■Without the added torture of those t^. )'■ » ■ 


APT'nr.’ 


f 
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Becall tliat' noble spirit vbicb so oft 
Has made me recognize the Toice of dutj. 

there is tinft. Beduce your love to silence; 

Add, with, an eye.clear’d from the mists of passion^ 

Begard that duty with unflinching courage. 

Stren|;tj)^en this heart of mihe against yourself, 

Help me to nerve its weakness, if I can; 

To keep back tears that will not cease to rise; 

Or, if we cannot stanch those tender springs, 

Let dignity at least su[i);)ort our woes, 

So that the whole world without blanJfe may mark 
When weeps an Emperor and when weeps a Queen. 

For, after all, my Princess, we must jmrt. 


BEBENICB. 

Ah, cruel l.'itus, you repent too late. 

What have you done ? You made me think you loved 
Accustom’d me tq see you with delight, 

Till but for that I lived. You knew your laws 
When first you brought me to such fond confession, 
Why did you let my love grow to this height ? 

Why said you not; “ Poor Princess, fix your heart 
^ Elsewhere, nor let deceitful hopes ensnare it; 

Give it to one free to accept the gift ? ” 

^ou took it gladly, will you now reject it 
With cruel scorn, when to your own it clings ? 

How oft did all the world conspire against us! 

Still jthere was time, you should have left me then. 

A thousand reasons might have soothed my woe; 

1 might have blamed your father for my death, 

The senate, and the people, ^ the empire. 

The whole world, rather than a hand so dear. 

Their enmity, so long declared against me, 

Phhd long prepared me to expect misfortune^ 

I did not look. Sir, for this cruel blow 

To fell when'hope seem’d crown’d with happiness, 

How, When your love can do whate’er it wishes. 

When Borne is silent, and your father dead, 

WThen all the world bends numbly at your kneea^ 
When there is nothing left to fear but you. 

I* . > B B 
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TITUS. • 

Yes, it is I who wreak my own destruction^ 

Till now I lived the victim of delusion. 

My heart refused to look into the future, 

To think that we might one day have to part. o 
To eager wishes nothing seems too hard, 

And blinded hope grasps the impossible. 

Haply I thought to die before your^eyes, , 

And so forestall more cruel separation. 

All opposition made my flame bum brighter; 

Borne and the empire spoke, but glory’s voice 
Not yet had to my heart appeal’d in tones 
Like those with which it strikes an Emwror's ears. 
I know what torments wait on this resolve, 

I feel my heart r^ady to take its flight, 

I cannot any longer live without you. 

Come life or death, my duty is to reign. 


BERENICE. 

Be cruel, then, and reign, a slave to glory! 

I’m ready to submit. Yes, I expected. 

For trusting you, to hear those Ups, that swore 
A thousand vows of everlasting love, 

Confess before mine eyes that they were faithless, 

And banish me for ever from your presence. 

I wish’d to hear that sentence from yourself; 

But I will hear no more. Farewell for ever— 

For ever! Ah, my lord, think how those words. 
Those cruel words, dismay a heart that loves I 
A year, a month will be to us an age 
Of suB’ring, when the wide sea rolls between us. 

And each fresh sun that dawns shall sink in darkness 
Without p^resenting to the eyes of Titus 
His Beremce, he unseen by her 
The livelong day. But how am I deceived! 

No sorrow feels he at the thought of absence, 

He will not count the days when 1 am gone, , 

So long to me, they’ll seem tod short for him! 



scENje 5.] 


f 


VEBSNIOfi. 


, Tiytrs. 

. Tl^ej^U not be jjiany I shall have to count: 

'1 Jiope ere long tidings of my death 
will bring assurance’that I loved you truly. 
Thei^ you will own that TiJus could not live— 

OEBENICE. • 

Ah, my dear lord, why part if that be so ? 

I §peak hot noV to yoit of happy marriage. 

Has Borne condemn’d me never more to^see you ? 
Why grudge to me the selfsame air you breathe ? 

a TITUS. 

I can’t resist you, Madam. Stay, 1 yield; 

But not without a sense of mine own weSikness; 
Cea^less must be the conflict and the fears, 
Ceaseless the watch to keep my steps from you, 
Whose charmE will ever like a magnet draw me. 
Ay, at this very instant, love distracts me 
From memory of all things but itself. 

BERENICE. 

Well, veil, my lord, what ill can come of it ? 
Where see you any sign of Borne’s displeasure ? 

' I ^ 

TITUS. 

Who knows how they will look on this offence ? 

If they complain, if cries succeed to murmurs, 
Must 1 shed blood to justify my choice P 
If they in silence let me break their laws. 

To wh^ do you expose me ? I must purchase 
Their patience at the price of base compliance 
With wlhatsoever else they dare to ask me; 

7oO: whak f enforce the laws I cannot keep. 

Hf'. , . 

BEBENICE. 

You count as nothing Berenice’s tesjrs 1 
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Tnirs. • j 

1 count them nothing! HeavenB! What&injustioe! 

K 

BXBENICE. 

Why then, for unjust laws thal you can change, 
O’erwhelm yourself ifi ceaseless imsenes ? 

Have you no rights, my lord, as well as Borne ? 

Why should you hold W interests,more saisred 

Than nnrs ? Dhtop. tpll tup 


TITUS. 

How you rend*1ny heart 

* BEBEWICE 

You are the Emperor, and yet you weep ? 

i 

TITUS. 

Yes, Madam, it is true, with sighs and tears 
I am unnerved But when the throne 1 mounted 
Borne made me swear to vindicate her laws. 

And I must keep them. More than once already 
Her rulers have been call’d on to display 
Their constancy in trial. From her birth 
Those whom she honour’d readily obey’d her: 

0 See Begins who, faithful unto death, 

Betum’d to Carthage to be slain with tortures, 
Torquatus doomii^ his victorious offspring, 

!Brutus with tearless eyes seeing his sons 
Slam by his orders ’neath the lictor’s axe. 

Hard lot was theirs f But patriotic duty 
Has ever won the victory with Bomans, 

I know in leaving you imhappy Titus 
Attempts what throws their virtues in the shade, 

A sacrifice surpassing any other* s: 

' But think you, after all, I am unworthy ' 

To leave posterity a high example 

Whidi those who follow will be task’d to equal f 
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BBBENICB. 

N*o! 1^0 your cruel he^ I deem it easy; 

Worthy are you to rob me of my life. 

The ^<iil is tom aside, I re^ you^ heart. 

I will not ask you more^ let me stti^,— 

Me, who had willingly endured the shame 
Of ridicule ah(} scorn from those who hate me. 

X wish’d ta drive you to this harsh refusal. 

’Tis done, and soon you’ll have no m^re to fear me. 
Hiink not that 1 sh^ vent my wrongs in fury, 

Or call on Heav’n to punish perjury: 

Ko, if a wretch’s tears still move the gods, 

I pray them to forget the pangs I suffer. 

If, ere 1 die, victim of your injustice, 

I cherish any wish to leave behind me 
Avengers of poor Berenice’s death, 

1 n^d but seek them in your cruel heart; 

Bemnrse will dwell there, all my love recalling. 
Paint my past kindness, and my present anguish. 
Show you my blood staining your royal palace, 

And haunt you with'abiding memories: 

X have made eveiy effort to dissuade you, 

’Tis vain: to your own heart I trust for vengeance. 
Farewell. 


Scene 6, 

Titus, Saulinus. 

PAULINUB, 

• ■ I ^ 

* What seem’d her purpose when she left you ? 
Is she disposed, my lord, to go away ? ^ 

TITUS. , . 

I am undone, Paulinus! She is bent 
On eelfodestrucUon. How should I surrive it ? 

Haste, 1^ us f<^w her I 
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PAITLINUS. ^ 

Did you ijot order. 

Just now, that all her moyemeuts should be watch’d ? 
Her women are not backward in their duty, *> 

And they will turn her from these gloomy thought. 
Fear nothing. Thi8*is her last throw, my lord ; 

With perseverance victory is yours. 

1 know you could not hear her without pit^, 
f. was myself aff^'ted at the sight. 

But take a wider and more distant view, 

Think how a moment’s pain will lead to glory, . 

With what applause the universe will ring, 

Bank’d in the future— 


TITUS. 

No, I am a monster. 

1 hate myself. Nero, by all detested, « 

Ne’er reach’d a depth of cruelty like this. 

1 will not let poor Berenice die. 

Come, let us go, and Borne say what she will. 

PAULINUS. 

My lord I 

TITUS. 

I know not what I say, Paulinus; 

Excess of sorrow overpow’rs my senses. 

f 

PAULINUS. 

« 

Soil not the current of your pure renown: 

The news, already spread, of your farewell, 

Makes Borne exchange her sighs for shouts of triut^h;-. 

In all her temples fumes of incense rise 

Fof you, your virtues to the skies are lauded, ' 

And everywhere your statues crown’d with biiys. ' 

• 

TITUS. 

Ah, Borne! Ah, Berenice! Woe.is me. 

That I should be an Emperor, and a lover! ^ \ 



SCENE 8.] 


BERENICE. 


> • 


• ^ Scene 7, 

Tittts, Antiochu^ Pattlinus, Arsaces; 

JWNTIOCHUS. 

What have you done, my lord ? The lovely Queen 
Lies in Phoenidb’s^armf^ death hovering o’er her: 

Deaf to our tears, to counsel, and to reaf^n. 

She cries aloud for daggers or for poison. 

You, you alone can tear that longing from her— 

For when they breathe your name her life comes back; 
Her eyes are ever turn’d to your apartments, 

As tho’ they look’d to see you every mo^ient. 

The sight is more than I can bear, it kills me. 

Go, show yourself to her. Why tarry longer ? 

Save to the wprld such virtue and such b^uty. 

Or lij^aive all title to humanity. 

Spe^k but one word. 

TITUS. 

Alas! What can I say ? 

1 scarcely know if I’m alive or dead. 


Scene 8. 

Titus, Antiochus, Paulinus, Arsaces, Rutilus. 

RUTILUS. 

My lord, the senate, consuls, all the tribunes 
Seek audiem^ of you in the name of Rome: 

With them a multitude, full of impatience. 

Throng your apartments, and await your presence. 

TITUS. 

Great gods, ye thus would reassure my heart, 
IMstracted as ye see till like to break! 
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paflinus. *> 


ANTIOCliUS. 

<- Haste, Sir„to the Queen! 
PAtTLINirs. 

treat them npt with such indimitv ’ 


TITUS. 


^ ■«.. a«, ■ 

^e wi^* ^ ^°P«- 0“ “7 retam 

i>he wiU no longer need to doubt my l™e. « 


ACT V. 
Scene 1. 


—«• o * 

^ °f peerless faith f 

“y "“P®- “d aid mS. 
OiMt me this moment to announce to him ‘ 

A happiness which he has ceased to ho^Xr! 


ScBTie 2. 

• ' *■ 

Aktiochus. AeSACBSs. 

AttSACBS. 

Ah! What good fortune sends you hither. Sire ?, 
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•i^TIOCHVB. 

If 8iy return ca# bring you any joy, 

It fs to my despair your thanks are due. 

AR#ACE8. 

My lord; the- Queen goes4ienoe. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

She tfoes! • 

ABSACEB. 

T To-night.^ 

Her orders have been giv’n. She is offended 
That Titus leaves her to her tears so longf 
Her passion has cool’d down to proud displeasure; • * 
Home and the Emp’ror she alike renounces, 

And wishes tojbe gone ere Borne can learn 
Her tjTouble, and rejoice to see her flight. 

She writes to Osesar. 


ANTIOCHT78, 

Heavens! Who’d have thought itP 

And Titus ? 

ABSACEB. 

) ' ' ' 

' Has not met her eyes again. 

The multitude in transport press around him. 

Shouting his praises and the names of honour 
The senate have conferr’d, and these loud plaudits. 

These titles, and these token! of respect 
To Titus seem so many binding pledges, 

Links in a chain to fix his wavering will, ' 

Despite his sighs and Berenice’s tears. 

T thmk he wm not see her, more. All’s over. 

ANTIOCHVB. 

I feel fresh hope; I own it, Arsaoes. 

But cruel Fate has ofttimes play’d me false, 

- And iqock’d me with such bitter disappointments. 
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That His with fear and trembling'^at I hear joii: 
Evil forebodings mingle with my joj, ^ 

And make me dread the turn of Fortune’s wheel. 
But who is this ? Titus is coming hither! 

With what intent ? 


Scene 3. 

C . 

^ Tirufs Antiochus, Absaces. 

TITUS (to hie Attendants). 

Stay, let none follow me. 

(#0 Antiochus.) 

I come at last, I^nce, to redeem my promise. 

The Queen’s distress engrosses all my thoughts, 

Her tears and yours have pierced me to the heart.; 

I come to calm sorrows than mine less cruel. 

Come, Prince; I would that you yourself should see^' 
For the last time if 1 love Berenice. 


Scene 4. . 

Antiochus, Abbaces. < 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Thus ends the hope, then, that you came to offer 1 
Tou see the triumph that aw^ted me! 

Justly incensed was Berenice leaving, 

For Titus had refused to see her more! 

Great gods! What have I done, that thus misfortune 
Is destined to pursue me all my life ? 

My days are pass’d in constant quick transition 
From fear to hope, from hope to wild despair, 

Yet still I breathe! O Berenice ! Titus I 
Ah, cruel gods! ye shall no longer mock me. 



BCENE 5 .] 


BERENICE. 




Scene 5. 


Tititb, Berenice, Phcenice. 

BERENICE. » 

Nay, 1*11 hear nothing. I am quite resolved: 

I mean to go. show yourself before me 's’ 

Wliy come you to embitter hopeless sorrow ? 

Are you not yet content ? No more I’ll see you. 


Pray hear me. 


TITUS. 

BERENICE. 


No, the time is past. 


TITUS. 


One word. 


Not one. 


BERENICE. 


Dear Madam, 


TITUS. 

Into what grief she ca.st8 me! 
Whence comes, my Princess, this so sudden change i' 

BERENICE. 

You said you wish'd me to depart to-morrow; 

1 am determined to depart Ihis moment: 

The die is cast; 1 ga 
« 

TITUS. 

Stay. 

BERENICE. 

Why, forsooth ? 

Tq hear myself insulted everywhere. 

My trouble made the theme of every tongue ? 

Can you not hear their odes of cruel joy. 
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While I am drown’d in tears of lonely sorrow ? 
What have I done to make myself so halld? 
No crime I know save loving you too much. 



TITtlS. 

I 

Why heed the malide of a senseless mob ? 


BERENICB.*^ ‘ ^ 

.-Nought see I here b\it sights that wound mine eyes. 
This chamber furnish’d by your thoughtful care, 

These walls so long the witness of my love, 

All seem’d to pledge that yours would Iwt % ever; 
These garlands, where our names close link’d together 
Meet my sad gase whene’er 1 look around, 

Are more than 1 can bear, smiling impostors! 
Fhcenice, let us go. 

TITTTS. 

Heav’ns! How unjust! . 


BERENICE. 

Betum, return to that august assembly 
Whidi welcomes with applause your cruelty. 

Say, did their praises gratify your ear ?, 

Was your fierce thirst for glory fulh slaked ? 

Confess that you have promised to forget me. 

But that would not suffice to seal repentance: 

Have you not sworn an everlasting hatred? 

I , 

\ 

\ » * 

TITUS. 

t » 

Nay, I have promised nothing, eHatred, say you? ' 
How can I e’er forget my Bwenice? 

. Gods! What a bitter momchit thus to feel 
Crush’d ’neath the weight of her unjust suspidon I 
Ah, you should know me betten Count the hohrs,‘ 
The days 1 spent, these five years past, in t^ng ■ 

. Hy heart’s desires with paiwion that outrah 
Your own, and fervent sighs words .were dumb.' 
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This day surpasses all. iKe’v, I protest, ' 

Were you beloTed wit^ so much tenderness; 

•AJ. and for ev^f^— 

BEBENICE. 

You mamtain you love me; 

Yet I’m departing, and by your command! 

Find you such charms, my lord, in my despair ? 
Fear you that these mipe eyes shed tears too few ? 
What boots it that your heart returns sotiate ? 

For pity’s sake at least show me less love, 

Becall not an idea too fondly cherish’d; 

Let me go hence, persuaded that, already 
Banish’d in ^cret from your soul, I leave 
A wretch who loses me without regret. 

(Titus reads a letter.) * 

The letter you have seized 1 had just written. 
There you may read all that of you I ask. 

And of your love: read it, and let me go. 

TITUS. 

Nay, that you never shall with my consent. 

What! this departure then was but a scheme 
Veiling more cruel purpose! You would die! 

So should there but remain sad memories 
CB all I love. 

Go, call Antiochus. 

(Bebeeice sinks upon a seat.) 


, Scene 6. 

I 

Titus, Bebenice. 

’ *■ / I 

I 

TITUS. 

Madain> a true confession I mu^ make. 

Whilst my mind brooded on lhat dreaded moment 
When» in obedience to stem laws of duty. 
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I should be forced to see your face no longer; 

Tyhen I foresaw that sad farewell cEpproaohiug, 

Contending fears in me, from you rebuke 
Of tearful eyes, I arm’d my soul to suffer 
All that affliction most intense could bring me: 

But I must own that e’en my \/orst foreb^ings , * 

Fell short, far short pf the reality; 

I thought my courage was less prone to yield, 

And feel with shame how feeble was its strength. 

Before mine eyes 1 saw all Borne assembled; 

7he senate spoke*, bw!i my distracted soul 
Heard without comprehending, and in silence. 

As cold as ice, T met their warmest greetings. 

Borne knows not yet what destiny awaits yoK; 

I scarcely know myself if at this moment 
I am an £m()eror, or e’en a Boman. 

Uncertain of my purpose, I am come, 

Drawn hither by my love, where, peradventure. 
Self-consciousness may to my soul return. .. 

What have I found ? Death pictured in your eyes. 

In search of death I see you mean to leave me. 

At this sad prospect I’m o’erwhelm’d with anguish, 

The devastating flood has reach’d its height. 

The worst that man can feel ’tis mine to suffer. 

Kay, not the worst; I see a way of rescue. 

Yet hope not for a refuge from these terrors 
In happy wedlock that may dry these tears; , 

Tho’ sore the straits to which 1 am reduced, 

Glory asserts inexorable claims, 

And evermore reminds me that our marriage 
Is incompatible with sovereignty, 

That, after all the fame I sought and won, 

*Tis less than ever meet that I should wed you. 

That I, dear Madam, should declare me ready 
For you the throne of empire to resign, 

To follow you and, going, hug my chaina. 

To breathe forth amorous sighs in realms remote. 

You would yourself blush at such feeble conduct. 

And see with shame an Emperor so unworthy 
As humbly to attach himsell to you. 

Forfeit his croWn, and make himself a mark 
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For all men's scorn. Ta*8ca]pe my present torments* 
There is, you know it 11^11, a nobler way ; 

MtfUy a hero, iiMItay a son of Borne 

Han iil^wn me. Madam, how to tread that path ; 

When, constant woes have wearied out their patience. 

Fate’s*ceaseless persecution ihas to them 

Seem’d ^ike a secret order from on hi^h 

Nodonger to resist. If Aill your tears 

Reproach me when I look on Berenice, 

If I behold you*Still resolved to die. 

If I must ever tremble for your life, • • 

Unless your solemn oath this fear removes. 

You will have other tears to shed ere long. 

My present sirait prompts me to desperate deeds. 

Nor can I answer for it that my hand 
May not with blood seal our last sad far^ell. 

BEBElilCE. 

Alas! 

TITUS. 

What is there that I dare not do! 

See how my fate rests wholly in your hands ; 

Fonder it well, and if I still am dear— 


Scene 7. 

Titus, Berenice, Antioch us. 

TSODUS. 

You’re welcome, Prince, I sent to bid you come. 
Be witness of the weakness of my heart; 

Judge whether with too little tenderness 
it loves. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

% I doubt it not; I know you both; 
Bh ow in your turn what misery is mine. 

^u, Sire, have honour’d me with your regard, 
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An^I can here assure you yditho^it falsehood, 

I have competed, with jour dearest friends, 

, And ehed mj blood, to hold the foiemosl^ace. 
The Queen and you, my lord, have ^th confided 
Your mutual love to me, against' my will: 

She hears me and can say If i^* speak truth. 

She ever saw me eager in your praises, 

Well I responded to your confidence.' 

You owe me thanks, ay, more than you suppose. 
For little you imagine at this moifient • 

That such a faitlifult'friend was yet your rival. 


My rival! 


TITUS. 


ANTIOCHUS. 

Listen to my explanation. 

This heart has ever worshipp’d Berenice; 

A hundred times I struggled to forget her, 

In vain, but not in vain to make my love 
Seem dead. When I was flatter’d with the signs 
Of change in you, new hopes within me rose. 

But Berenice’s tears those hopes have quench’d: 

With Weeping eyes she begg’d that she might see you, 
And, as you know, I summon’d you myse£ 

You have return’d to her beloved and loving. 

The breach between you heal’d, I cannot doubt it. 

In final consultation with my heart, . 

I have resolved to test its utmost courage, 

And Beason has resumed her sovereign sway. 

I never loved her more than aSl this moment. 

But one strong effort may effect my freedom; 

To death I fly for succour, which alone 
<3an burst my bonds. Tbis is what I desired 
To tell you. I recall’d him to you, Madani, 

Nor do I now repent what I have done. 

May Heav*n pour forth its blessings in rich ftore. 

On all your future years, link’d each to other 
By happiness! Or, if its wrath still threatens 
A life so precious, I implore the gods 
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To turn it all on this devoted head, < 

And consummate mj sacrifice for you. 


bBbenicb (rising). 

Geasei Princes, cease. Thia generosity 
Is mor^ than I can bear and drives me mad! 
"V^ere’er I look, whethef on you or him, 

I meet the very image of despair, 

Eyes full of teats,.and lips that utter nought 
But words of horror and impending bloodshed. 

(to Titus.) 

‘My lord, you know my heart, and I am bold 
To say I never sigh’d to be an Empress. 

Borne’s grandeur and the purple of her Csssars 
Could not attract the gaze of Berenice. ^ 

Ify love was ail for you, your love alone 
My heart’s desire; and, when I thought to-day 
That I had lo^ it, ’twas with wild alarm. 

I know my error now, you never ceased 
To lOTe me. I have seen your deep emotion, 
Your heart is.troubled more than I deserve. 

Iiet not your love eclipse the World’s Delight,” 
Nor rob her of yourself just at the time 
When the first taste of your transcendent virtues 
Allures her hopes. For five years I have wish’d 
To prove to you liow faithful is my love; 

N ow must a crowning effort seal devotion, 

^our will shall be obey’d and I will live. 

t mgn, noble Caesar! Berenice bids 
<yeu to you for ever. 

(to AirtPiocHUs.) 

Prince, this parting 

t l convince you that no other passion 
r I go from Borne) can e’er supplant 
kfy love for Titus!^ Do as we have done. 

In generous self-conquest vie with us 
WhoJtear asilypder our united hearts. 

^ve, and, if you must, let it be far 
Prom ^renice. Fare you well. 





I.’ 


c c 




We three 



^ ^ . i- • 

. Sliall o1^ to tKe world the saddest insta^pe^ 
Xa^storj's page of fond aff&tions«^Uglitj^ 
My is ready. Do not follow me. 

(to Tititb.) ^ 

' '^or the last time, farewell, my lord. 


ANTIOCHU^. 


Alas I 
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, Beiuities, selected from die 
ymme ol tl^eir works, and edited 
p,6d. 


BEOHBTEI^B Ongl 
Chamber Bl% their Naimiil 
Historyf HaMts, Food, 
and Modes of Capture. Tn^uda^d^ 
with considerame additfobs bh. 
Structure, Migpradon,, atH EoOtP. 
nomy, by H. G. Adams. Togedusr- 
with SwxET British WAi^jOtA/ 
With 43 coloured Hates mod 
Woodbut Illastfritions. 5i« 


BEDE’S (Venerable) Eodleslasv 
tical History of Enigland. To* 
gether with the Anglo-Saxoh' 
Chronicle. Bdited by J. A«' 
GUcs, D.CL. With Map; p* 


BELL (Sir Oharles). -^e Ana¬ 
tomy and PbllOBophy of Ex^ ' 

c presslon, as oonneoted wltA 
the Fine Arta.^ By Sir Charles 
Bell, K.H. yth edition, revised. 
SJ- 4 

BERKELEY (George), BlSfei^, 
of Cloyne, The Works '’jel 
Edited by George Smnpsqn. With 
Biographical Introduction tw ^ 
Right Hon. A. J. BalloUr, 4 C.P^ 
3 vols. SJ» eadi. 

BION. ScsThbocritos. .. ^ 

. h 

Bjr 5 RNSON’s Ame and this 
Fisher Lassie. Jfaanriatad 
4^,W. H. Low, ^ 

BLAIR’S ohmctoiM vmm 
Revised and Enhuged. ^ - " ^ 
hendifig the CbroneMg 
toryoftheWc^d,^eaM-.. 

Times to Om Ruiiibm 
Peac& ^ 
loughby Rosie, 

Mez of ^ 
prehendiag the 




Contained in BohfAs Libraries. 


Introduotlon Ut hbo 
^PwtMU^t. By Friedrich 

__c. Edilm by Johann Bleek 

ind Ad(rif Kamp&iAen. Trans- 
lahed 6. H. Venables, nnder 
riMi sqjMtvision of the Hev. Canon 
Vd^lnes. svob. 5r. each. 



I^BOSTBIUS’S Oonaolatlon of 
. Bhiloaophj. KlngAlfred’sAnglo< 
Sanm Versioh of. Wkh a literal 
EngUsb Translation on opposite 
jMges, Notes, Introdnctioni and 
Glossary, by Rev. S..Fox, M.A. 

5^' 

BOHNB D^^onaxy of Foetfoal 
Quotattomi. 4th edition. 6 s. 

BOBU’S Ekndbo^ of Oamm. 
New edition. In a vols., with 
numerous Illustrations 3 ^* 
au:h. • 

^Vol. I.—Tablb Games Bil- 
iBhrds, Chess, Draughts, Back- 
^mmon, Dominoes, Solitaire, 

' Keverri, Go-Bang, Rouge et Noil, 
Roulette, E.O., Hazard, Faro. 

' Vol. H.WCard Games: — 
Whist, Solo Whist, Poker, Piquet, 

. fiicarte, &chre, B^oue, Crib- 
bage. Loo, Vingt-et-un, Napoleon, 
Ne^rinarlcet, Pope Joan, opeeula- 
' rioo, Ac., Ac. 

BOND’S A auidy Book of Boles 
mA ^ veriMng Dates 

: with th^ilristian Era, Afc Giving 
J an account of the Chief Erasnand 
, Syitems ushd various Nations; 
the methods for deter- 
' .>hdtimg the Corresponding Dates. 
:i^, Bond. p, 

OICX^S Mhieveh aaui its 
7 Plates and 894 Wood- 
|^ww;*u«siiations. 

14 £s of JoSmion, 

ifiOUR IN THE KlBElDVS 
>ri08nANA. E^ted fay 
With 









BRAND’S Popular Aiitl<|idtloi 
of Bnglaiid, Sootland, and 
land. Arranged, revised, and 
enlargM, Iqr Sir Henry 
Sllis, K.H., F.R.Si, Ac., Ac. 3 
p, each. 


greatly 
Ellis, K 
vols. 


BBEMBB’S (Frederlka) Worka. 
Translated by Mary Howitt. 4, 
vols. 3r. 6 d. each. 


BBIDOWATBB TBBAT 18 XS. 
BeU (Sir Oharlea) on thd Band. 
With numerous Woodcuts, p* 

Kirby on the History, BCablta, 
and Instlnota of Animals. 
Edited by T. Rymer Jones# 
With upwards of 100 Woodcuts. 

8 vols. 5r. eadi. 

Kidd on the Adaptation of Xx> 
temal Nature to the Physloal 
Condition of Ifon. p, &f. 

Ohalmen on the Adapiatloxi 
of External Nature to the 
Moral and InteUeetual Oon- 
stttotlon of Man. p, 

BRINE (B. ten) Early EndUah 
Literature. % Bernhard ten 
Brink. Vol. I. TbWycllfc Tran»K 
lated by Horace M. Kennedy ' 
p.6d. 

Vol. II. Wycllf,Cl»tteer,Ear* 
liest Drama'Renaissance. Trans* ^ 
lated by W. Clarke Robinson, 
Ph.D. 3f. 6(f. 

Vol. 111 . From the Fourteenth 
Century to Death of Surrey. 
Edited Dr. Alois BSanoL 
Trans, by L. Dora Sciinrits. 
3 ^. 6 ^ 

Flye Leebiria on Shaltpr 
speare. Tranal)yJulkFilin)A^;‘ 
31. ddl 

BB0WNsni(«y7iu»rdui^ 

Edited by SisMn 

p, 6 d^ tai^y S 
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BtrSES'S Works. Svols. 3s. 6d. 
each. 


I.—Vindication of Natural So* 
ciety—Essay on the Sub* 
lime and Beautiful, and 
various Political Miscel¬ 
lanies. • 

IL—Reflections on the French 
Revolution — letters re* 
lating to the Bristqjj Elec- 
• tion — Speech oji FoU’s 
East India Bill, &c. 

III.—Appeal from the New to the 
Old Whira—On the Na* 
bob of Arcot*s Debts— 
The Catholic Claifus, See, 


IV. —Report on the Afiairs ol 

India, and Articles of 
Charp[e against Warren 
Hastings. 

V. —Conclusion of the Articles ol 

Charge against Warren 
Hastings—Political Let¬ 
ters on the American War, 
on a Regicide Peace, to 
the Empress of Russia. 

VI. —Miscellaneous Speeches — 

Letters and Fra^ents— 
Abridgments of English 
History, &c. With a 
General Index. 


VII, & VIII.—Speeches on the Im* 
peachment of Warren 
Hastings; and Letters. 
With Index, a vols. 
3r. 6d, each. 

—— XtUb. By Sir J. Prior. 3s. 6d. 


BTTBNBY’S BTellzift. By Frances. 
Burney (Mme, D^Arblay). With* 
an Introduction and Notes by 
A. R. Ellis, y. 6d. 

, ■s— OeoUla. With an Introduc* 
4 ioli. and Notes by A. R. Ellis, 
t tob. _ y. dof. 


BuIln (fit Ancieat 
its Nel|(hbourhQg^ M 
trated Handbook To the Rtrii^w ' 
the City Aid the Campagiui^.6f^ 
the use of Travellers. By Ro)^ 
Bun, M.A, With numeilltis 
Illustrations, Maps, and^ Ptfns. 
'fs.td,* y-'J, 

BURNS (Robert), LUh of. . Bp ‘ 

J. G. l.ockhart,'^ D.C.L. A, 
new and enlarged Edition. Re* 
vised by William Scott Douglas. 
JJ. 6</. 

BURTON’S (Robertjk&Batomyof 
Melanoholy. Edit^ the Rew; 
A. R. ShUleto, M.A. With In* 
troductioD by A. H. Bulleo, and 
full Index. 3 vols. 31. 6d, eahh. , 

BlfRT^N (Sir B. F.) Personal 
Narrative of a - Pilgrimage to 
Al*Madlnah and BSeooah. JBy 
Captain Sir Richard F. Burton, 

K. C .M. G. With an Introduction v 
by Stanley Lane*Poole, and alt" 
the original Illustrations. 2 vols. 
y. 6d. eadi. 

This is the cowri^t e^< ^ 
tion, containing the authors lat^. 
notes. 


BUTLER'S (Biahop) Analogy Or" 
Religion, Natural and Rev^i^ji 
to the Constitution and Couisartf • 
Nature; together wi& two ’ 
sedations on Personal IdenflB^^^ 
on the Nature of VirttWt ' lM'^ 
Fifteen Sermons. y.6d. * 


BUTLER’S (SaanuOl) BSndlji ' " 
V^th Variomin Notes, 
grapby, Portrait, and ilg .U-™,, 
trati(»s. 5r. - 

— or, further 
Outline Portnutfu 

Gallle and ptvil 

‘ lated by W. A 
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Lofllad; %r* the his- 
of Ituia. An Epic Poem. 
.‘V'Tfttnwited by W. J. Mickle. ’ 5 th 

^ ‘ ' Editioni revised by R. Hodges, 

»t,C.P. 3x. Af. • 

^:,r O&iaJ’AS (The) of Maddaloni. 
y Nsples under Spanish Bominion. 
Tuhnskted from the German of 
Alfred de Reumont. V, 6<f. 

-V • * • 

' OARLYLS’S French Bevolution. 
Edited by J. Holland Rose, 

' . JUtt.D. lllus. 3 voLs. 5r. each. 

.. --— Sftrtor Besartoa. With 75 

. Illnstratioril by Edmund J. Sul- 
Hvan. 5r. 

GARFBNTSB’S (Dr. W. B.} 
iSoology. Revised Edition, by 
W. S. Dallas, E.L.S. Withvfry 
numerous Woodcuts. Vol. I. 6s. 

X tl. mi of print. 

0 :f^FXNTBR *8 Meehanloal 

, PhUOBCphy, Astronomy, and 
Horology. 181 Woodcuts. $;. 

Vegetable Physiology and 
SysiSBinatlo Botany. Revised 
E^ion, by E. Lankestcr, M.D., 
Ac Wkh very numerous Wood- 
r ' cuts. 6 s. 

.. Awlmal ^yslology. Revised 
• Edition. With upwards of 300 
Wocdcuts. 6r.' 

OAS 9 *LlBi (B.) Schools 
jfaitfeers of Fence, from the 
-I'J '^Mid^e Ages to the End of the 
, Bfr^t^th Century. By ]^erton 
Id-A-, F.S.A. With a 
^lettf Biblu«mphy. lllus* 

: witili 140 Reproductions of 
__ 'Bt^ravb^ and 6 Plates of 
ihowmg 1 14 Examples. 

PS Evenings at 
With 24 En- 
Steel from ded^ by 
(he Eetterpressby die 
^Cjszabeltjj^ S'* 





OATtJLLUS, TlbuUos, and tlii. 
VlgU of Venus. A Literal Prose 

, Translation. 5r. 

CELLINI (Benvenuto). Me*' 
mc^ of, written by Himself. 
Translated by Thomas Roscoe. 
gr. 6 d, 

OSBVANTE 3 ’ Don Quixote de 
la Manoha. Motteaux’s Trans* 
laiiog revised. 2 vols. 3r. 
tach. • 

Galatea. A Pastoral Ro¬ 
mance. Translated Iw G. W. T. 
Gyll. 3^, 6 (i. 

-Exemplary Novela. Transv 

Iate<^by Walter K. Kelly, js. 

CHAUOEB’S Poetioal Works. 

K ilted by Robert Bell. Revised 
I'/l'liun, wilh a Preliminary Essay 
by Prof. W, W. Skeat, M.A. 4 
vols. 3 s. 6 d, each. 

CHESS OONGRESS of 1668 . 

A Collection of the Games played. > ^ 
Edited by J. Lowenthal. jr. ^ 

' CHEVBE 0 L on Oolour. Trans¬ 
lated from the French by Charles 
Martel. Third Edition, with 
Plates, 5r.; or with an additional -.■f 
series of 16 Plates in Colouta,.. <' 
yx. 6 d. 

OHILLINGWORTH’S BeUgUm 
of Protestants. A Safe Way to 
Salvation. 3X. 6 d. 

OHINA, Piolorlal, Itesorlpttve, 
and Hlstorloal. With Map and 
nearly 100 Illustrations. $x. 

CHRONICLES OF THE CED- 
SADES. Contemporary Narra¬ 
tives of the Crusade of Richard 
Cceur de Uon, by Ridtimd ot:.^ 

. Devizes and Geoffr^deVinsaaf; ■ 
and of the Crusade at St. Loifiis,'^ 
ty Lord John de Joinville^ ' 

OKBBBO’S Orattosig. Tiu|igta|nd. 
by Plot C. D. Y<^, , 
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OlOERO’S Letters. Translated by 
Evelyn S. Shuckburgh. 4 vols. 
5r. each. 

On Oratory and Orators. 
With Letters to Quintus and 
Brutus. Translated by the Rev. 
J. S. Watson, M.A. 5r. , 

-On the Nature of the Gods, 

Divination, Fate, Laws, a Re- 
ublic, Consulship. Translated 
y Pr<if. C. D. Yonge, M.A., aid 
Francis Barham. Ss. 

Academics, De Finibus, and 
Tusculan Questions. By Prof. 
C. D. Yonge, M.A. 5J. 

^— Offices ; or, Moral puties. 
Cato Major, an Essay on Old 
Age; Lcelius, an Essay on Friend¬ 
ship ; Scipio’s Dream; Paradoxes; 
I..etter to Quintus on Mi^istrates. 
Translated by C. R. Edmonds. 
3r. 6 d. 

CORNELIUS NEPOS.— 

I Justin. 

CLARE’S (Hugh) IntroduotLon 
to Heraldry. i8th Edition, Re¬ 
vised and Enlarged by J. R. 
Planchl, Rouge Croix. With 
nearly 1000 Illustrations. 5r. Or 
with the Illustrations Coloured, 
ISs. 

CLASSIC TALES, containing 
Rasselas, Vicar of Wakefield, 
Gulliver’s Travels, and The Senti¬ 
mental Journey. 3r. M. 

COLERIDGE’S ( 3 . T.) Friend. 
A Scries of Essays on Morals, 
Politics, and Religion. 3r. 6rf, 

-Alda to Reflection, and the 

CONifESSlONS OF AN INQUIRING 
SiTKlT, to which are added the 
Essays on Faith and the Book 
OF Common Prayer. 3J. 6 d. 

—— Leoturea and Notes on 
Shakespeare and other Eng Hwh 
Poets. ^Edited by T. Ashe. 3r.6rf. 


COIIeri£>GE’S Biographla Llte- 
rarla; together with Two Lay 
Sermons. 3r. 6 d. 

-Table-^alk and Omnlana.* 

Edited by T. Ashe, B.A. y. 6rf. 

• • 

-Mlacellanlea, ASathetiofand 

Llteraqy; to which is added. 
The Theory of Life. Col¬ 
lected and arranged by T. Ashe, 
B.A. $st 6 el. , * 

COMTE’S PoaltlYe Philosophy. 
Translated and condensed by 
Harriet Martineau. With Intro¬ 
duction by Freder[p Harrison. 

3 vols. $1. each. 

COMTE’S Philosophy of the 
Sciences, being an Exposition of 
the Principles of the Cours de 
Fhibsof-hie Positive. By G. II. 
Lewes. 5r. « 

GONDE'S History of the ^ 
minion of the Arabs In SpalnJ 
Translated by Mrs. Foster. 3 
vols. 3r. 6</. each. 

COOPER’S Biographical Dic¬ 
tionary. Containing Concise 
Notices (upwards of 15,000) of 
Eminent Persons of all Ages and 
Countries. By Thompson Cooper, 
F.S.A. With a Supplement, 
bringing the work down to 1883. 

2 vols. 5^* 

C 02 S’S Memoirs of the Duke of 
Marlborough. With his original 
Conesi>ondeuoe. ^ W. Coxe, 
M.A., F.R.S. Revised edition 
by John Wade. 3 vols. 3r. 
each. 

*#* An Atlas of the plans of 
Marlborough’s campaigiu, 410. 
lor. 6<f. 

-History of the House df 

Austria (1218-1792). it 

Continuation from the Aeoastion' 
of Francis I. to the Revolutii^ of - 
1848. 4 vols. 3r. M. each. ;. 



Contained in Bo/m's Libraries. 
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ORAIS’S (O. L.) Purauit of iLrasn- 
ledge undir Dlffloultles. Iilu&- 
trated by Anecdote^ and Memoirs. 
Revised edition, with numerous 
Woodcut Portraits and Plates. Sr. 


% _ 

CBUIESHANE’S Pi}BCli and 
Judy. The Dialogue of the 
Puppet Show ; an Account of its 
Origin, &<a ,With«24 lllustra* 
lions, and Coloured Plates, de¬ 
signed and engraved by G. Cruik- 
shank. 5r. 


DEFOE’S Novels and Mtsoel. 
laneouB Works. With Prefaces 
and Notes, including those attri¬ 
buted to Sir W. Sco t. 7 vols, 
3r. (sd. each. 

I.—Captain Singleton, and 
* Colonel Jack. 

II.—Memoirs of a Cavalier, 
Captain Carlcton, 
• A Dickory Cronke, &c. 

III.—Moll Flanders, and the 
History of the Devil, 


GUNNIK&HAM’S Lives of the 
Most Eminent Biltl^ Painters. 

A New Edition, with Notes and 
Sixteen fresh Lives. By Mrs. 
Pleaton. 3 vols. 3^. (kf. each. 

DANTE. ]|^lvlne Oomedy. Trans¬ 
lated by the Rev. H. F. Cary, : 

^M.A. 3f. 6(L I 

-Transhated into English Verse 

by I. C. Wright, M.A. 3rd Edi¬ 
tion, revised. With Portrait, and 
34 Illustrations on Steel, after 
Flaxman. 

DANTE. The Inferno. A Literal 
Prose Translation, with the Text 
of the Original printed on the same 
pE^e. By John A. Carlyle, M.D. 
Sr- 

-The Purgatorlo. AJLiteraJ 

Prose Translation, with the Text 
printed on the same page. By 
W. S. Dugdale. 5 ^* 

D£ OOMMINSS (Philip), Mo- 
molrtiof. Containingtbe Histories 
of Louis XL and Charles VIII., 
Kings of France, and Charles 
the Bold, Duke of Burgundy. 
Together with the Scandalous 
Chronicle, or Secret History of 
ham XL| by Jean de Troyes. 

. Translated Iw Andrew R. Scoble. 
With Portraits. 2 vols. 3J. 6 d. 

' «a^. • 


IV.—Roxana, and Life of Mrs, 
Christian Davies. 

V,—History of the Great Pl^e 
of London, 1665; The 
Storm (I7c^); and the 
True-born Englishman. 

VI.—Duncan Campbell, New 
Voyage round the 
World, and Political 
Tracts. 

VII.—Robinson Crusoe. • 

DEMMIN’S History of Anns 
and Armour, from the Earliest 
Period. By Auguste Demmin. • 
Translated by C. C. Black,‘^M.A. 
With nearly 2000 Illustrations. 
Js, 6d. 

DEMOSTHENES’ Oratlo&a. 
Translated by C, Rann Kennedy, 
vols. Vol. I., 3J. 6</.; Vols. 
I.-V., 5 j. each. 

* 

DE STAEL’S Oorlnne or Italy. 
By Madame de Sta^I. Trans* 
latcd by Emily Baldwin and 
Paulina Driver, jr. 6 d. 

DEVEY’S Logic, or the Science 
of Inference. A Popular Manual. 
By J. Devey. 51. 

DIOTIONABY of Latin and 
Gredc Quotatiiona ; including 
Proverbs, Maxims, Mottoes, Law 
T erms Phrases. •With till the 
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Quanlities marke^l, and English 
Translations. With Index ver- 
boram (622 pages). 5^* 

DIOTIONART of Obsolete and 
Provincial English. Compiled 
by Thomas Wright, M.A., F.S A., 
&c. 2 vols. $s. each. * 

DIDRON’S Christian Xeno¬ 
graphy: a Hiitory of Christian 
Art in the Middle Ages. Trans¬ 
lated l)y E. J. Millington ana 
completed by Margaret Stokes. 
With 240 Illustrations. 2 vols. 
5^. each. 

DIOGENES LABRTITTS. Lives 
•and Opinions of the Ajjolent 
Philosophers. Translated by 
Prof. C. D. Yonge, M.A. Jr. 

DOBREE’S Adversaria. Edited 
by the late Prof. Wagner. 2 vols. 
Jr. each. 

DODD’S EpigrammatlstB. A 
Selection from the Epigrammatic 
• Literature of Ancient, Mediaeval, 
and Modem Times. By the Rev. 
Henry Philip Dodd, M.A. Ox¬ 
ford. 2nd Edition, revised and 
enlarged. 6 s. 

DONALDSON’S The Theatre of 
the Greeks. A Treatise on the 
History and Exhibition of the 
Greek Drama. With numerous 
Illustrations and 3 Plans. By John 
William Donaldson, D.D. Jr. 

DRAPER’S History of the 
Intellectual Devdopment of 
Errrope. By John William Draper, 
M.D., LL.D. 2 vols. Jr. each. 

DUNLOP’S History of PlcUon. 
A new Edition. Revised by 
Henry Wilson. 2 vols. Jr. each. 

DYER’S History of Modem Eu¬ 
rope, from the Fall of Constan¬ 
tinople. 3rd edition, revised and 
continued to the end of the Nine¬ 
teenth C**ntuty. By Arthur Has- 
sali, M.^. 6 vols. 3r. 6 d each. 


DYER’S (Dr. T. H.) Pompeii : itf^ 
Buildings and Amiquitiok By ' 

T. n. Dyesi LL.D. With neftriy> 
300 Wood Engravings, a large 
Mam and a Plan of the Fonvn* 

7r. r 

DYER(ll^F. T.) British Popuhtt < 
Customs, Present and Past. 

An Account of the ^various Gaines 
and Customs associated with Dif¬ 
ferent Days of the Year in the 
British Isles, arranged according 
to the Calendar. By the Rev. 

T. F. Tbiselton Dye^j, M.A. 5 ^- 

EBERS’ Egyptian Princess. An 
Historical Novel. By George 
Ebers. Translated by E. S. 
Buchheim. 3r. 6 d. 

EDGEWORTH’S stories for 
Children. With 8 Illustrati^s 
by L. Speed. 3 ^* ^ 

ELZE’S William Shakespeare. 
—See StlAKESPEAKE. 

EMERSON’S Works. 5 vols. 

3 r. 6 d. each. 

I.—Essays and Representative- 
Men. 

II.—E^lish Traits, Nature, and 
Conduct of Life. 

III.—Society and Solitude—Letters 
and Social Aims—Ad- 
« dresses. 

VI.—Miscellaneous Pieces. 

V.—Poems. - 

ENNEMOSER’S Blatory of 
Magic. Translated by WUtiam ' 
Howitt. 2 vols. jx. each. 

EPICTETUS, The Dlseoin#g of." 
With the ENCHBiRimplf imd 
Fragments. Translated by 
L<^, M.A. Jx. 

EURIPIDES. A 
Translation in Ftose. By JBfP'S 
Coleridge, 2 vols, 



Contusedin BohiCs Libraries. 


•AtJTROPnTa-i’w Justin. 

/»T 78 I 5 BIUS PAltPHILUS, 
BoolealaBtloal History of. Trars- 
by Rev. C.F. Cruse, M?A. 5.r. 

SVliLTN’S Diary azKl Corre- 
' Wxmdendenoe. Edited from the 
Original by W. Bray, 

F.A,S. With 45 enjjtavings. 4 
vols. Sf. each. ^ ^ ^ 

FAIBHOLT’S Costume In Eng¬ 
land. A History of Dress to the 
end of thtehjghteenth Century. 
3rd Edition, revised, by Vi.scount 
Dillon, V.P.S.A. Illustrated with 
above 700 Engr.ivings. 2 vols, 
Sr. each. 

FIELDINO-’S Adventures or 
Joseph Andrev7s and his Friend 
ijir. Abraham Adams. With 
Cruiksbank’s Illustrations. 3r. 6r/. 

-History of Tom Jones, a 

Foundling. With Cniikshank’s 
Illustrations. 2 vols. 3x. (id. each. 

—- Amelia. With Cruikshank’s 
Illustrations. 5r. 

FTiAXMAN’S Leottures on Sculp¬ 
ture. By John Flaxman, K.A. 
With Portrait and 53 Plates. 6 s. 

FOSTER’S (John) Life and Cor¬ 
respondence. Edited by E. 
Kyland. 2 vols. jr. 6 d. each. 

-Oiltloal Essays. Edited by 

■ J. E. Ryland. 2 vols. 3.r. 6 d. 

' eadr. 

-I- Essays : on Decision of Cha- 
, lacter ; on a Man’s writing Me¬ 
moirs of Himself; on the epithet 
ROnrantiCi on the aversion of 
;■ T^e to Evangelical Re- 

Essays on the Evils of Popular 
i to which is added, a 
on the Pft>pagatlon of 
^^iClhrisdaiuty in India, p. 6d, 


POSTER’S Essays on the Im¬ 
provement of Time, With Notks 
OF Sermons juid other Pieces. 
3 ^- 6 d. 

q/kSPARY'S History of Italian 
Literature. Translated by Her- 
' man Ocisner, M.A., Ph.D. 
Vol. I. 3f. 6 d. 

GiiibFPREY OP MONMOCTH, 
Chronicle of.—See Old English 
Chmmcles. 

GESTA ROMANORDM, or En- 
tcrt.nining Moral Stories invented 
by Ij^e Monks. Translated by thf 
Rev. Ch.-irles Swan. Revised 
hklition, by Wynnard Ilooper, 
B.A. 5J. ‘ 

CHLDAS, Chronicles ot~ See Old 
English Chronides. 

GIBBON’S Decline and Pall of 
the Roman Empire. Complete ^ 
and Unabridged, with Variorum 
Notes, fklited by an English 
Churchman. With 2 Maps and 
Portrait, 7 vols. 31. 6 d. each. 

GILBART ’3 HLitory, Principles, 
and Practice of Banking. By 
the late J. W. GilKart, F.R.S. 
New Edition, revised by A. S. 
Michie. 2 vols. lor. 

GJL BLAS, The Adventures of. 
Translated from the French of 
Lesage by Smollett. With 24 
Engravli.gs on Steel, after Sniirke, 
and 10 Etchings by George Cruik- 
shank. 6 s. 

GIRALDUS CAMBRENSIS’ 
Hlatorloal Works. Translated 
by Th. Forester, M.A., and Sir 
R. Colt Iloare. Revised Edition, 
Edited by Thomas Wright, M.A.,' 
F.S.A. 5r. 

GOETHE’S Faust. Part I. Gtr- 
man Text with Hayward’s Prose 
Translation and Notes.* Revised 
by C. A Buchhetm, Ph.D. 51, 
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Quantities marked, and English 
Translations. With Index Ver- 
borum (622 pages). 55. 

DIOTIONABY of Obsolete and 
I^vlnolal English. Compiled 
by Thomas Wright, M. A., F.S A., 
&c. 2 vuls. 5r. each. * 

DIDRON’S Christian Icono¬ 
graphy: a History of Christian 
Art in the Middle Ages. Trans¬ 
lated ly E. J. Millington and 
completed by Margaret .Stokes. 
With 240 Illustrations. 2 vols. 
5r. each. 


DYER’S (Dr T. H.) POmpeil r its ; 
Buildings and Amiquities. By* 
T. H. Dyeii LL.D. With newly 
300 W'ood Engravings, a large 
Man. and a Plan of the Fortyn. 

is. p 

DYEB(lf F. T.) British Popular « 
Customs, Present and 
An Account of tjlie^rariotts Games 
and Customs associated with Dif¬ 
ferent Days of the Year in the 
British Isles, arranged according 
to the d^lendar. By the Rev. 

T. F. Thiselton Dye{, M.A. 5^. 


DIOGENES LAERTIDS. Lives 

*and Opinions of the A:Qoient 
Philosophers. Translated lyy 
Prof. C. D. Yonge, M.A. Jf. 

DOBREE'S Adversaria. Edited 
by the late Prof. Wagner. 2 vols. 
5r. each. 

DODD'S Epigrammatists. A 
Selection from the Epigrammatic 
• Literature of Ancient, Mediteval, 
and Modern Times. By the Rev. 
Henry Philip Dodd, M.A. Ox¬ 
ford. 2nd Edition, revised and 
enlarged. 6s. 

DONALDSON’S The Theatre of 
the Greeks. A Treatise on the 
History and Exhibition of the 
Greek Drama. With numerous 
Illustrations and 3 Plans. By John 
William Donaldson, D.D. 51. 

DRAPER’S History of the 
Intellectual Development of 
Europe. By John WilUann Draper, 
M.D., LL.D. 2 vols. Sf. each. 

DDNLOP’S History of Flotlon. 
A new Edition. Revised by 
Henry Wilson, a vols, Sr. each. 

DYER’S History of Modem Eu¬ 
rope, from the Fall of Constan¬ 
tinople. 3rd edition, revised and 
continued, to the end of the Nine¬ 
teenth Century. By Arthur Has- 
81^1, M.i^. 6 vols. 3r. M each. 


EBERS’ Egyptian Princess. An 
Historical Novel. By George 
Ebers. Translated by E. S. 
Buchbeim. 3x. 6cf. 

EDGEWORTH’S fStorles for 
Children. With 8 Illustrati^ 
by L. Speed. 3J. 6^, ^ 

ELZE’S William Shakespeare. 
—See Shakespeare. 


EMERSON’S Works. 5 vols. 

3r. 6 d. each. 

I.—Essays and Representative- ■ 
Men. 

II.—English Traits^ Nature, and 
Conduct of Li^. 

III.—Society and Solitude—Letters 
and Social Aims — Ad- 
« dresses. 

VL—-Miscellaneous Pieces. 

V.—Poems. 


ENNEMOSER’B Hletory of 
Magic. Translated by WUliam'" 
Hovritt. 2 vols. Sr.each. 

EPICTETUS, The DIflooiiiiilni of. 
With the Enchkikidioh'. 
Fragments. Tramdatedhy Od^^^ 
I^ng, M.A. 5r* 




EURIPIDES. A Mew 
Translation in Prose. By 
Coleridge, A. 2 vols. 



Contaj^edin Bohiis Libraries. 


•3teX7TBOFnriiR--i'^^ justin, 

*fiT 7 SEBIUS PAllPHILUS, 
; Eoolealaatloal History of. Tran.s- 
Ik^ by Rev. C. F. Cruse, MfA. 5 j. 

EYELYN’S Diary add Corre- 
• apondendonoe. Edited from the 
Original l^S. by W. Bray, 
F.A.S. With 45 eofjravings. 4 
vols. 5r. each. 

FAIRHOLT’S Costume In Eng¬ 
land. A History of Dress to the 
end of the ♦Eighteenth Century. 
3rd Edition, revised, by Viscount 
Dillon, V.P.S.A. Illustrated with 
above 700 Engravings. 2 voJs. 
5r. each. 

FIELDING’S Adventures 01 
Joseph Andrews and his Friend 
ilir. Abraham Adams. With 
Cruikshank’s Illustrations. 3r. (hI. 

-History of Tom Jones, a 

Foundling. With Cruikshank’s 
Illustrations. 2 voLs. 3r. 6r/. each. 

——• Amelia. With Cruikshaiik's 
Illustrations. 5i. 

FIiAXMAN’S Leotiures on Sculp¬ 
ture. By Jolm Flaxman, K.A. 
With Portrait and 53 Plates. 6 j. 

FOSTER’S (John) Life and Cor¬ 
respondence. Edited by 5 - K. 
Kyland. 2 vols. 3;. (id. each. 

-Critical Essays. Edited by 

J. £. Ryland. 2 vols. jr. (id. 

'. each. 

„ , - on Decision of Cha¬ 

racter ; on a Man’s writing Me- 
nipits of Himself; on the epithet 
Rmnantic; on the aversion of 
liieh to Evangelical Re- 

iigitai. ( 4 ^ 

^ Elmers on the Evils of Popular 
i^Smoianee; to which is added, a 
D^urse on the Pfbpagatlon of 
^Hhi&tiantty in India, p, 6df 


POSTER'S Essays on the Im¬ 
provement of Time. With Notes 
OK Seumons and other Pieces. 
3J. 6 d. 

G^S PART’S History of Italian 
Literature. Translated by Her¬ 
man Oelsncr, M.A,, Ph.D. 
Vol. I. 3r. 6 d. 

CaEbFFBEY OF MONMOUTH, 
Chronicle of.-See Old Bn^ish 
Chronules. 

GE 3 TA ROMANORUM, or En- 
tcrt.aining Moral Stories invented 
by tj^e Monks. Translated by the 
Rev. Charles Swan. Revised 
Edition, by Wynnard Il(x>pcr, 
B.A. 5.f. 

GILDAS, Ohronlolea of.—5i!e Old 
English Chronicles. 

GIBBON’S DeoUne and Fall of 
the Roman Empire. Complete ^ 
and Unabridged, with Variorum 
Notes. Edited by an English 
Clmrchman. With 2 Ma{)s and 
Portrait. 7 vols. p. 6d. each, 

GILBART’S History, Principles, 
and Practico of Banking. By 
the late J. W, GlUwt, F.R.S. 
New Edition, revised liy A. S. 
Michie. 2 vols. 

GIL BLAS, The Adventures of. 
Translated from the French of 
I.esage by Smollett. With 24 
Engravings on Steel, after Smirke, 
and 10 Etchings by George Ciuik- 
shank. 6x. 

GIR ALDUS CAMBRENSIS’ 
Historical Works. Translated 
by Th. Forester, M.A., and Sir 
R. Colt Iloate- Revised Edition, 
Edited by Thomas Wright, M. A>, 
F,S.A. 5f. 

GOETHE’S Faust Parti. Ger¬ 
man Text with Hayward’s Prose 
Translation and Notes.* Revised 
by C. A. Budiheim, Ph.D. 
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GOETHE’S Works. Translated 
into English by various hands. 
14 vols. 3s. 6d. each. ^ 

1 . and II.—Poetry and Truth ' 
from My Own Life. New 
and revised edition. * 

III. — Faust. Two Parts, com¬ 

plete. (Swanwick.) 

IV. —Novels and Tales. , « j 

V. —Wilhelm Meistei’s Appte^- ' 

ticeship. 

VI. —Conversations with Ecker- 

mann and Soret. 

VIII.—^Dramatic Works. 

*IX.—Wilhelm Mcister’s Travels. 

X.—Tour in Italy, and Second 
Residence in Rome. 

XI. —Miscellaneous Travels. 

XII. —Early and Miscellaneous 

Letters. 

XIV.—Reineke Fox, West-Eastern 
Divan and Achilleid. 

’ aOLDSMITH’S Works. A new 
Edition, by J. W. M. Gibbs. 5 
vols. 3s. 6a. each. 

GRAMMONT’S Memoirs of the 
Court of Charles II. Edited by 
Sir Walter Scott. Together with 
the Boscobel Tracts, including 
two not before published, &c. 
New Edition. 5r. 

GHAT’S Letters. Including the 
Correspondence of Gray and 
Mason. Edited by the Rev. 
D. C. Tovey, M.A. Vols. I. 
and II. 3r. 6id, each. 

GREEK ANTHOLOGY. Trans¬ 
lated by George Burges, M,A. Ss. 

GREEK ROMANCES of Belio- 
dorus, Longus, and Achilles 
Tatlus—viz., The Adventures of 
Tbeagenes & Chariclea; Amours 
of Daphnisand Chloe; and Loves 
of Clitopho and Leucippe. Trans¬ 
lated by^ Rev. R. Smith, M.A. 
S'- 


GREGORY’S Letters on the* 
EvldenceSf Doctrines, A Duties » 
of the Ch^tlan Religion. By 
Dr. piinthus Gregory. 3r. 6 d.^ 

GREENE, MARLOWE, *and 
BEN 70 NS 0 N. Poems of. . 
Edited by Robert Bell. 3s. 6d, 



Notes of the Ori^al. Translated 
by Mrs. A. Hunt. With Intro¬ 
duction by Andrew Lang, M.A. 

2 vols. 3;. 6 d. ead^.„ 

-Gammer Grethel; or, Ger¬ 
man Fairy Tales and Popular 
Stories. Containing 42 Fairy 
Tales. Trans, by Edgar Taylor. 
With numerous Woodcuts after 
George Cruikshank ,jtnd Ludwig 
Grimm. 3r. 6 d. ^ 

GROSSI’S Maroo Ylsoonti. 
Translated by A. F. D. The 
Ballads rendered into English 
Verse by C. M. P. 31. 6 d. 

GUIZOT’S History of the 
English Revolution of 1640 . 
From the Accession of Charles 
1 . to his Death. Translated by 
William Ilazlitt. 3s. 6d. 

-History of ClvUlsaticm, from 

the Fall of the Roman Empire to 
the^ French Revolution. Trans¬ 
lated by William Hazlitt. 3 vols. 
35. 6d. each. 

HALL'S (Rev. Robert) SOsocd- 
laneous Works and Remalnib . 
3J. 6d. 

HAMPTON COURT: A 8 hstl% 
History of the Manor and 
Palace. By Ernest Law, 

With numerous Illustratioi^s. 

HARDWICK’S History Of ,11910 
Articles of Religion. IWthe teMr' 
C. llardwftck. Revis^fd by th^. 
Rev. Francis Procter, M.A.' 3L/■ 



Contmine^ in Bohn's Libraries. 


, BAXTPF’S Tales. The Caravan— 
The Sheik of Al^randria—The 
Inn in the Spessart. Trans, from 
•t^e German by S. Mendels 3f. 6d. 

HAWTHORNE’S Tal^. 4vols. 
31. 6d. each. 

I.—Twic^-told Tales, and the 
Snow •Image?. 

II.—Scarlet Letter, and the House 
with the Seven Gables. 

III, —Transformation [The Marble 

Faun], and Blithedale Ro- 
ifkance. 

IV. —Mosses from an Old Manse. 

HAZLITT’S Table-talk. Essays 
on Men and Manners. By W. 
Hazlitt. V- 6</. 

-Lecttjres on the Literature 

of the Age of Elizabeth and on 
Characters of Shakespeare’s I'lays, 
3 ^. 

- Leoturoa on the English 

Poets, and on the English Comic 
Writers, p. 6d. 

- The Plain Speaker. Opinions 

on Books, Men, and Things. 3^. 6</. 
-Round Table, v- 

- Sketohos and Essays. 

3r. 6 d, 

-The Spirit of the Age; or, 

Contemporary Portraits. Edited 
by W. Carew Hazlitt. 3* 6<f. 

-View of the English Stage. 

Edited by W. Spencer Jackson. 

3 r. 6d, 

HEATON’S Conoise History of 
Painting. New Edition, revised 
by Cosmo Monkhouse. 5x. 

HEGEL’S Lectures on the Philo¬ 
sophy of History. Translated by 
. J. Sibree, M.A. 

.HEINE’S Poems, Complete 
Translated by Edgar A. Bowring, 

C*B* y* ^ 

— Trauel'Piotures, includmg the 
Tour in the Harz, Nordemey, and 


liook ui Ideas, together with the 
Romantic School. Translated by 
Francis Storr. A New Edition, 
revised throughout. With Appen¬ 
dices and Maps. 3^. 6d. 

HELP’S Lli'e of Ohrlatopher 
Columbus, the Discoverer of 
America. By Sir Arthur Helps, 

-Life of Hemandto Cortes, 

and the Conquest of Mexico. 2 
vols. 3j. 6d, each. 

-Life of Plzarro. jj. 6d. 

-Life of Las Casas the Aix>f(le 

orthe Indies. 3J. 6</. 

HENDERSON (E.) Select His¬ 
torical Documents of the Middle 
Ages, including the most famous 
Charters relating to England, the 
Empire, the Church, &c., from 
the 6th to the 14th Centuries. 
Translated from the l.Atin and 
edited by Ernest F. Hendersodf 
A.B., A.M., Ph.D. 51. 

HENFREY’S Guide to En^h 
Coins, from the Conquest to the 
present time. New and revised 
Edition by C. F. Keary, M.A., 
F.S.A. 6s. 

HENRY OP HUNTINGDON’S 
History of the English. Trans¬ 
lated by T. Forester, M.A. $s. 

HENRY’S (Matthew) Exposition 
of the Book of the Psalms. 51. 

HELIODORUS. Theagenes and 
Charlolea. — See Greek Ro¬ 
mances. 

HERODOTUS. Translated by the 
Rev. Henry Cary, M.A. 35. 6tl, 

—- Notes on. Or^nal and Se¬ 
lected from the best Commenta¬ 
tors. By D. W. Turner, M.A. 
With Coloured Map. y. 

- Analysis and Summary of 

By J. T. Wheeler, 
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HESIOD, CALIJMACHDS, and 
THKOCrNIS. Translated by the 
Rev. J. Banks, M.A. 5 j. 

HOFFMANN’S (E. T. W.) The 
Seraplou Brethren. Translat^tl 
from the German by Td.-Col. Alex. 
Ewing. 2 vols. 3J. (>d. each. 

HOLBEIN'S Dance of Death 
and Bible Oul s. U pwardtf'of*i jD 
Siibjccfs, engraved in facsimile, 
with Introductiun and Descrip¬ 
tions by' Francis Douce and Dr. 
Thomas Frognall Dil'don. 5r. 

]y[OMER'S Iliad. Translated into 
Englisl) Tiosc by T. A. Bif-klcy, 
B.A. 5r. 

- — Odyssey. Hymns, Epigrams, 
and Battle of the Frogs and Mice. 
Translated into English Prose by 
T. A. Buckley, B.A. 

—- See also Pope. 

HOOPER’S ( 0 .) Waterloo: The 
Downfall of the First Napo¬ 
leon: a History of the Campaign 
of 1815. By George Helper, 
With Maps and Pian.s. 3J. 6d. 

-The Campaign of Sedan: 

The Downfall of the Second Em¬ 
pire, August-Sept ember, 1870. 
With General Map and Six Plans 
of Battle. 3r. 6d. 

HORACE. A new literal Prose 
translation, by A. Hamilton Bryce, 
LL.D. 3r. 6d. 

HUGO’S (Victor) Dramatic 
Works. Hernani—Ruy Bias— 
The King’s Diversion. Translated 
by Mrs. Newton Crosland and 
F, 1 ., Slous. 3r. 6tf. 

-A— Poems, chiefly Lyrical. Trans¬ 
lated by various Writers, now first 
collected by J. H. L. Williams. 
3f. 6rf, 

HUMBOLDT’S Oosmos. Trans¬ 
lated by E. C. Otli, B. H. Paul, 
. and W. St Dallas, F.LS. 5 vols. 
3r. 6d, each, excepting VoU V. 5^, 


HUMBOLDT’S F^nal 
tlTC of hi» Travels to the EquF*', 
noctial Regions of America during^ , 
the years 1799-1804. Transhitsd^ 
by T. Ross. 3 vols. Sf. eaCU. 

-Views of Nature. Translated. 

by E. C. Ott6 and H. G. Bohn. 
5 ^* 

* • 

HUMPHREYS’ Coin OoUeotor’s 
Manual. By H. N. Humphreys, 
with upwards of 140 Illustrations 
on Wood and Steel. 2 vols, 5^, 
each. (t 


HUNGARY: its History and Re- 
volution, together with a copious 
Memoir of Kossuth. 3^. 6 d. 

HUTCHINSON (Colonel). Me- 
moirs of the Llfe*bf. By bis 
Widow, Lucy; together with W 
Autobiography, and an AcCOtmt 
of the Siege of Lathom House. 
y. 6d. 

HUNT’S Poetry of Solenoe. By 
Richard Hunt, yd Edition, re¬ 
vised and enlarged. 5^. 


INGULFH’H Chronicles of the 
Abbey of Oroyland, with the 
Continuation by Peter of Blois , 
and other Writers. Translated by ' 
H. T. Riley, M.A. y. 


IRVlhfG’S (Washington) Com. V 
plete Works. 15 vols. With For- . 
traits, &c, 3J. each. 

1 .—Salmagundi, Knlekeip^.V 
booker's History Of Henr.': 
York. 



II.—^The Sketch-Book,' 

LifeofOUm ^ ‘ 

III. —Bracebridge 

ford 

IV. -TtK. 

Traveller. • 

V.=Chtowc;c of the 
of tSvanada, 
the Gtmquest of 
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Contawed^n Bohn's Libraries, 


'‘^^^' 1 |livrN$^s{WASHiNr.TON) Com plkte 
" Works conttntteck' 

- y** ^ VII.“~Life and Voyages of 
Columbus, rogethl^r with 
’ , the Voys^es of his Coni- 
panions. • 

VIII.—Astoria, A Tour on the 
Praxes. 

IX.-—Xjfc of MRhome?, Livesot the 
Successors of Mahomet. 

X.—Adventures of Captain Bon¬ 
neville, U.S.A., Wolfert’s 
Roost. 

XI.—Biogiraphies and Miscella- 
qieous Papers. 

,XII.~XV.—Life or George Wash¬ 
ington. 4 Tols. 

■ ■ « ■ Life and Letters. By his 

„ Nephew, Pierre E, Irving. 2 tols. 
3r. Sd. ea^. 

iSlOORATSS, The Orations of. 
Translated J. 11 . Freese, M.A. 
Vol. 1 . 5t. 

7 AM 3 !S'S (G. P. R.) Life of 
Blchard Oesur de Lion. 2 vols. 
3 j. 6 d. each. 

JAMB SON'S (Mrs.) Shake- 
tqpeare’s Heroines. Character¬ 
istics of Women: Moral, Poetical, 
and Historical. By Mrs. Jameson. 
35. 6d , 


JBS^’S (B.) Anecdotes oftDogs. 
With 40 Woodcuts and 34 Steel 
Engravings. 51. 


<, 51 ., ^ 


JBSSB'S (J. H.) Memoirs of the 
, Oourt of Bn^suid during the 
; 'Htfgn of the Stuarts, including 
the Protectorate. 3 vols. With 
Fostiaits* 5r. each. 

, lilepolm of the Pretenders 
'Adherents. With 6 

^n^OK'S LItsb of the Poets. 
Hr Mrs. Alesander Nsfaer, 

Itttiodttctiod* by Professor 
3 vols. 3s. m* each. 


i'*’' 



JOSEPHITS (Flavius) The Works 
of, Whiston’s Tianslatinn, re¬ 
vised by Rev, A R Shilleio. M.A 
With Topograpliical and Geo. 
graphical Noies by Colom-I Sir 
• C. W Wilson, K.C.B. j vols. 
3r. (id, each. 

JULIAN, the Emperor. Contain- 
iagilGregory N.iaianzen’s Two In- 
^’vectives and Libanus* • Monody, 
with Julian’s extant Theosophical 
Works. Translated by C. W. 
King, M.A. 5J. I 

JUNIUS’S Letters. With all the 
Nog;s of Woodfall’s Edition, affl 
important Additions. 2 vols. 
3s, ()ti. each. 

JUSTIN CORNELIUS NEP 08 , 
and EUTROPIUS. Translated 
by the Rev. J. S. Watson, M.A. 
5 ^- 

JUVENAL. PBRSIUS. SHL- 
PIOIA and LUOILIUS. Trans-* 
laied by L. Evans, M.A. 5J. 

KANT’S Critique of Pure Reason. 
Translated byj. M. D. Meikle- 
John. 5r. 

-Prolegomena and Meta¬ 
physical FoundatlonsofNatural 
Science. Translated byE. Belf(»t 
Bax. 5r. 

KEIGHTLEY’B (Thomas) My¬ 
thology of Ancient Greece and 
Italy. 4th Edition, revised by 
Leonard Schmitt, Fh.D., LL.D. 
With 12 Plates from the Antique. 

5 ^' 

KSIGHTLETS Fairy Mytho¬ 
logy, illustrative of the Romance 
and Superstition of Various Coun¬ 
tries. Revised Edition, with 
Frontispiece by Croikshank. 5^. 

LA FONTAINE’S FablM. Tmht- 
lated into EngUsh Verse by Kism 
Wright. New EditioiR with NoUt' ‘ 
by ]. W. M. Gibbs. 31. 6 d. 
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LAMARTINE’S History of the 
Girondists. Translated by 11 . T. 
Ryde. 3 vols. 3r. 6d. each. 

-— ■ History of the Reatoratloii 
of Monarohy In France (a Sequel 
to the History of the Girondists). 
4 vols. 3r. 6^. each. 

-History of the Fren{>h« Be- 

volution of 1848 . 3J. 6</. • 

LAMB’S (Charles) Essays of Ella 
and EUana. Complete Edition. 
3r. 6d, 

« 

-Specimens of EngUsli Dra* 

matlo Poets of the Time of 
Elisabeth. 3^. 6d. 

-Memorials and Letters of 

Charles Lamb, By Serjeant 
Talfourd. New Edition, revised, 
by W. Carew Ilazlitt. 2 vols. 
3J. 6ff. each. 

- Tales from Shakespeare 

With Illustrations by Byain Shaw. 
3J, (ki. 


LEONARDO l^A VINOF^ 
Treatise'^n Fainting. Trans* 
lated by J. F. Rigaud, BLAt, 
Wif.h a Life of Leonardo by JSihr, 
William Brown. With numerous 
Platesji' Sr. 

LEPSIUS’S Letters from Egypt, 
Ethiopia, and. the Peiitnsula of 
Sinai. Translated by L. and 
J. B. Horner. With Maps. S-t* 

LESSING’S Dramatio Works, 
Complete. Edited 1 ^ Ernest Bell, 
M.A. With Memoir of Lessing 
by Helen Zimmerd. 2 vols. 
3r. 6(i, each. 

-Laokoon, Dramatio Notes, 

and the ^presentatirm ot 
Death by the Anqleats. Trans¬ 
lated by E. C. Beasley and Helen 
Zimmern. Eldited by Edward 
Bell, M.A. With a Frontispiece 
of the Laokoon group. 3;. td. 

LILLY’S Introduction to Astro¬ 
logy. With a Grammar of 
Astrolcxjy and Tables for Cal- 
culating Nativities, by Zadkiel. . 


LANE'S Arabian Niglits’ Enter¬ 
tainments. Edited by Stanley 
Lane-Poole, M.A., Lill.D. 4 
vols, 3f. 6d. each. 

LANZI’S History of Fainting In 
Italy, from the Period of the 
Revival of the Fine Arts to the 
End of the Eighteenth Century. 
Translated by Thomas Roscoe. 
3 vols. 3r. each. 

LAFFENBERG’S History of 
England under the Anglo- 
Saxon Kings. Translated by 
B. Thorpe, F.S.A. New edition, 
revised by E. C. Ott6. 2 vols. 
3jr. (>d. each. 

LECTURES ON FAINTING, 

by Barry? Opie, Fuseli. Edited 
by R. Wornum. 51. 


LIVY’S History of Rome. Trans¬ 
lated by Dr. Spillan, C. Edmonds, . 
and others. 4 vols. 55. each. 


LOCKE’S FhUosophloal Works. 
Edj2;ed by T. A. St, John. 2 vols. 

3j. 6 d. each. 

-Life and Letters: By Lord. . 

King. 3f.6<f, T 


LOCKHART (J. G.)--^tf 

LODGE’S Portraits;of lUiatrlbtts^ V' 
Personages of Great 
with Biographical and lUstqfical 
Memoirs. 240 Portnits 
on Steel, with the rfcspeceNrS!,^^p^ ; 
graphies unabridged. 8 v^. 
each. 5 i 

LONGPELLOW*S FifoilSr 
Works. With 16 fuU-^ 
Er^pravings. 5s* > 



Contained ht Bohn^s Libraries. 


|«OtrDON’S (Mrs.) Natural 
HUtorsr. ravised edition, by 
W. S. Dallas, With 

numerous Woodcut IIIus. 5f. 

ti <5 W N D E S * Bibliographer’s 
Manual of English Literature. 

, Enlarged Edition. % JI. G. 

^ Bohn. 6 vols. cloth, ^s, each. 

. Or 4 vols. half moroc(jo, 2/. 2s, 

IjONGXTS. Daphnls and Ghloe. 
—See Gkbsk Romances. 

LTJOAN’S Pharsalia. Translated 
by H. T. JUiey, M.A. Sr. 

LTTOIAN’S Dialogues of the 
Qods, of the Sea Gods, and 
of the Dead. Translated by 
Howard Williams, M.A. 5^.^ 

LUCRETIXyS. A Prose Trans- 
ilatlon. By II. A. J. Munro. 
Reprinted /rom the Final (4th) 
Edition. With an Introduction 
by J. D. Duff, M.A. 5^. 

- Translated by the Rev. J, F. 

Watson, M.A. 5r. 

lUUTHEB’S Table-Talk. Trans¬ 
lated and> Edited by William 
Hazlitt. 3r. 

-Autobiography. — 

Michelet. 

MAOBIAVELLI’S History of 
Florence, together with the 
Prince, Savonarola, various His- 
fbrical Tracis, and a Memoir of 
Machiavelli. 3^. 6 d. 

MALLFT’S Northern Antlqul- 
or an Historical Account of 

r ' tl» Manners, Customs, Religions 
'and Laws, Maritime Expeditions 
and Di^overies, Lai^uage and 

^ Ijrtmratttre» of the Ancient Scandi¬ 
navians. Translated by Bishop 
' Percy* Revised and Enlarged 

' with a Translation of the 

, PaosE Eoda, fry j. A. lUack- 

•M 'i—.lf 1*.. 


MANTELL'S (Dr.) Fetrlfaotiona 
and their Teachings. With nu¬ 
merous illustrative Woodcuts. 6 s, 

-Wondors of Geology. 8lh 

Edition, revised by T. Rupert 
Jones, F.G.S. With a coloured 
Geological Map of England, 
Plates, and upwards ol 200 
Woodcuts. 2 vols. 7 j. 6 d. each. 

ly^^ONl. The Betrothed: 
oeing a Translation of** I Pro- 
messi Sposi.* By Alejwandro 
Manzoni. With numerous Wo«l- 
cuts. 51. 

MARCO POLO’.S Travels ; tlm 
Transl.ation of Marsden revised 
by T. Wright, M.A., F.S.A. Jj. 

MARRYAT’S (Capt. R.N.) 
Masterman Ready. With 93 
Woodcuts. 3r. 6rf. 

- Mission ; or, Scenes in Africa. 

Ilhistiatcd by Gilljcrt and Dalziel. 

y. 6d. ^ 

-Pirate and Three Cutters. 

With 8 Steel Engravings, from 
Drawings by Clarkson Stanfield, 
R.A. 3?. b(i. 

-Privateersman. 8 h'ngrav- 

ings on Steel. 3J. 6 a 

- Settlers in Canada. 10 En¬ 
gravings by Gilbert and Dalziel. 
3J, 6 d. 

- Poor Jack. With 16 Illus¬ 
trations after Clarkson Stansfiehl, 
R.A. y. 6 d, 

-Peter Simple. With 8 full- 

page Illustrations. 3r. 6 d. 

-Midshipman Easy. With 8 

full-page Illustrations, y. 6 d, 

MARTIAL’S Epigrams, complete. 
Translated into Prose, each ac¬ 
companied by one or more Versw 
Translations selected from the 
Works of English 1 ‘oets, and 
other sources. 7r. 6 d. 
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MAETINEAU’S (Harriet) Hla- 
toxy of England, from 1800- 
1815. 3r. ( id . 

— History of the Thirty Tears' 
Peace, a,d. 1815-46. 4 vols, 

3 J. (id. each. 

—- Su Comtds Positive Philosophy. 

MATTHEW PARIS’S EngUah 
History, from the Year 1235 to 
1273. Translated l)y Rev. J* A. 
Giles. JJ.C.L. 3 vols. 5^* 

[Voh. II, and III. out of print. 

MATTHEW pP WESTMIN¬ 
STER’S Flowers of History, 
from the beginning of the World 
c to A.D. 1307. Translated byC. D. 
Yonge, M. A. 2 vols. ®®ch. 


MILTON’S Prose - 

by J. A. St. John.^ tolA 
each. . 

-Poetloal Works, with a jfe-V 

moR and Critical Remark 
James Montgomery, ah Ih^x hJv,; 
ParadishLost, Todd’s Verbal Index^^, 
to all the Poems, and a S^ectloft ; 
of Explanatory I^tes by Hemy: 
G. Bohn.' Illustrated with fib.', 
Wood Engraving^ from Drawbgs 
by W. Harvey. 2 vols. y. 
each. 

MITFORD’S (Miss) i)vff Vmage 
Sketches of Rural Character 
Scenery. With 2 Engravings on >, 
Steel. 2 vols. 3J. 6 d. each. ^ - 


MAXWELL’S Vlotoriea of Wel- 
tngton and the British Annies. 
Frontispiece and 5 Portraits. 5f. 

MENZEL’S Hktory of Germany, 
from the Earliest Period to 1842. 
3 vols. 3r. 6 d. each. 

MICHAEL ANGELO AND 
RAPHAEL, their Lives and 
Works. By Duppa aud Quatrc- 
mere de Quincy. With Portraits, 
and Engravings on Steel. 5r. 

MICHELET’S Luther’s Auto¬ 
biography. Trans, by William 
Haslitt. With an Appendix (110 
pages) of Notes. 3.r. 6 d. 

-History of the French Revo¬ 
lution from its earliest indications 
to the flight of the King in 1791. 
3^. 6 dt 

MIGNET’SHlstory of theFrench 
Revolution, from 1789 to 1814. 
3^. 6 d. New edition reset. 

MILL (J. 8.). Early Essays by 
John Stuan Mill. Collected from 
various sources by J. W, M. Gibbs. 
3 ^. 6 d. 

MILLER (Professor). History 
Philosophically niustrated,from 
the Fall of the Roman Empire to 
the French Revolution. 4 vols. 
fyi. cash. 


MOLIERE’S Dramatlo Woiki. / 
A” new Translation in English 
Prose, by C. H. Wall. 3 vob; .1 
3r. 6 d. each. 1 


MONTAGU. The Letters 
Works of Lady M^ Wortley ' 
Montagu. Edited l:^ her gresat^ 
grandson. Lord Wharncli^’s EdK .. 
tion, and revised W. Moy.. / 
Thomas. New Edition, revised, 
with 5 Portraits. 2 vols. 5r. each.';, ^ 


MONTAIGNE’S Essays. Cotton’s. - 
Translation, revised by W, C 
Hazlitt. New Edition. 3 vpls. "" 
3J. 6 d. each, ., 

MONTESQUIEU’S 
Law. New Edition, revised and 
corrected. By J. V. Pritc5%c(r, 
A.M. 2 vols. 3x. 6 d. ^ich. 

MOEPHTS Games of 
Being the Matches and 
played by theAmericaa'^^ 
with Explanatory and , 

Notes by J. X^enthat 


MOTLEY (J. L;).; 
the Dutch Ropnlsi). i^ .. 
By John LothrOp 
Edition, with 
duction by Monenre 
3 vds. 3r. 6 d, eachf 











or, His- 

’•V-.ii(^;Ctftlije Fathered Tribes of the 
^ IS^ei^Msbmds. Revised by W. 
r Martin. With 52 Figures 

’'M^ 4 s and 7 Coloured Plates of 
2 Tols. • 


, liKiOVimSB Pr. A>* History 
of .tibd Christian Region and 


dhorcdl Trans^. from^the German 
hyJ.Torrey. lovols. 3jr.6^.each. 


iJtn of Jesus Ohrlat. Trans- 
* lated by J. McClintock and C. 

^ Blumentha^ 3r. 6d, 


NORTH (B.) Lives of the Rkht 
Hon. Francis North, Baron Guild* 
ford, the Hon. Sir Dudley North, 
and the Hon. and Rev. Dr. John 
North. By the Hon. Roger 
North. Together with the Auto¬ 
biography of the Author. Edited 
by Augustus Jessopp, D.D. ^voh» 
3r. 6ii. each. 

NqaENT’S (Loz^) Memorials 
•of iEampden, his Pi|]^ and 
Times. With a Memoir of the 
Author, an Autograph Letter, and 
Portrait. 5r. 


-r— BlstMy of the Planting and 
Training of the Christian 
Ohnroh by the Apostles. 
Translated W J. E, Ryland. 
3 vob. 3 x. 6a. each. , 

MemoMals of Christian Life 
^ • lA the Early and Middle Ages; 
including light in Dark Places. 
Trans, by J. E. Ryland. 3s. 6d. 


KZBEtiHNGEN LIED. The 
Lay of the Nlbelungs, metrically 
‘ translated from the old German 
tffct tqr Alice Horton, and edited 
' Edward Bell, M.A. To which 
;■ ’ > is prefixed the Essay on the Nibe- 
.. limgeh Lied by Thonuos Carlyle. 


NEW TESTAMENT (The) In 
' Greek. Griesbach’s Text, with 
vaHottS Readings at the^^oot of 
; , the sage, and Parallel References 
'^in me margin; also a Critical 
r; ' Lktli^uction and ChronoI<^ical 
:^ables^,. By an eminent Scholar, 






.: 900 pages. 5 J. 

^L^con may be had sepa- 

■f a * * _ . 


History of the 
'leiilfiM:. Origin, Progress, 
and Designs. With 8 
is. ♦ 


OLD ENGLISH CHRON¬ 
ICLES, including Klhelwcrcftsi' 
Chronicle, As'-cr’s Life of Alfred, 
Gcofl'rey of Monmouth’s British 
History, Gildas, Nennius, and the 
spurious chronicle of Richard of 
Cirencester. Edited by J. A, 
Giles, D.C.L. 

OMAN (J. C.) The Great Indian 
Eploa: the Stories of the RamA|» 
YANA and the MahabharaTA, 
By John Campbell Oman, Prin¬ 
cipal of Khalsa College, Amritsar, 
With Notes, Appendices, and 
Illustrations. 3r. 6d. 

ORDEBIODS VITALIS’ Eoole- 
slastioal History of England 
and Normandy. Translated by 
T. Forester, M.A. To which is 
added the Chronicle of St. 
Evroult. 4 vols. 5-T. each. 

OVID’S Works, complete. Literally 
translated into Prose. 3 vols. 
5f, each. 

PASCAL’S Thoughts. Translated ~ 
from the Text of M. Auguste * 
Molinier by C. Kegan Paul. 3rd 
Edition. 3 ^« 

PAULI’S (Dr, B.) Lifb 01 Alfred , 
the Great. Translated from the; 
German. To which is appended 
Alfred’s ANOLo*SA3tfiN Vxksioir 
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OF Okosius. With a literal 
Translation inlerpaged, Notes, 
and an Anglo-Saxon Grammar 
and Glossary, by B. Thorpe. $s. 

PATTSANIAS’ Description of 
Greece. NewlytianslatedbyA.I<. 
Shilleto, M.A. 2 vols. 5^, each. 

FEABSOM ’3 Exposition of the 
Creed. Edited by E. W?jftrd, 
M.A. cgs. ‘• 

PEFSTS’ Diary and Correspond- 
enoe. Deciphered by the Rev. 
J. Smith, M.A., from the original 

^ Shorthand MS. in the Pepysian 
Library. Edited by Lord>Bray- 
hrookc. 4 vols. With 31 En¬ 
gravings. 5r. each. 

PERCY’S Rell(iues of Ancient 
English Poetry. With an Essay 
on Ancient Minstrels and a Glos¬ 
sary. Edited by J. V. Pritchard, 
A.M. 2 vols. 3 j. 6 d. each. 

PERSIUS.-.S'w Juvenal. 

PETRARCH’S Sonnets, Tri¬ 
umphs, and other Poems. 
Translated into English Verse by 
various Hands. With a Life of 
the Poet by Thomas Campbell. 
With Portrait and 15 Steel En¬ 
gravings. 5r. 

PHILO-JUDiEDS, Works of. 
Translated by Prof. C. D. Yonge, 
M.A. 4 vols. 5r. each. 

PICKERING’S History of the 
Races of Man, and their Geo¬ 
graphical Distribution. With An 
Analytical Synopsis of the 
Natural History of Man by 
Dr. Hall. With a Map of the 
World and 12 coloured Plates. 5 j.. 

' PINDAR. Translated intn Prose 
by Dawson W. Turner. To which 
is added the Metrical Version by 
Abraham Ifoore. 


PLANCHE History of British 
Costume, from thfEarliest Time' 
to the Qcjse of the Eighteenth • 
Century. By J. R. PtanchS, 
Somerset Herald. With upwavds 
of 410 Illustrations. p 


PLATO’ 3 , Works. Literally^rans* 
lated, v^ith Introduction and * 
Notes. 6 vols. 5 r. each. 

I.—:The' ATOlogj^ of Socrates, 
Crito, Phaedo, Gomias, Pro¬ 
tagoras, Fhsedrus, l^eaetetas, 
Euthypbron, Lysis. Trans¬ 
lated by the Rev. H. Carey. 

II. —The Republic, Timseus, and 

Critias. Translated by Henry 
Davis. 

III. —Meno, Euthydemus, The 

Sophist, Statesman, Cratylus, 
Parmenides, and the Banquet. 
Translated by G^ Burges. 

IV. —Philebus, Charmides, Laches, 

Menexenus, Ilippias, Ion, 
The Two Alcimades, The* 
ages. Rivals, Hipp^chus, ^ 
Minos, Qitopho, Efusties. 
Translated by G. Burges. 

V—The Laws. Translated by 
G. Burges. 

VI.—^The Doubtful Works. Trans¬ 
lated by G. Burges. 

-Summary and Analyda of 

the Dialogues. With Analytical ' 
Index. By A. Day, LL.D. 5^" 


PLAUTUS’S Comedies. Trans- 
lated by II. T., Riley, M.A. St 
vols." 5f. eachv . .v 

PLINY’S Natural riistery^. 
Translated by the latS Johh 
Bostock, M.D., F.R.S., and H. Ti\: 
Riley, M.A. 6 vols. 5r. v';,; 4 r 

PLINY. The LetteiES jpf 
the Younger. 
lation, revised by the 
T. Bosanquet, M.A. 


PLOTINUS, Sdleot'Vadiks 






Translated by TluHoas 
With an IntroductiOfe c^isf ‘ ' 
the substance of Fornlm^ 
tinus. Edited by G. R* 

B.A., M.R.i«S. 5 s. ' 
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Contained in Bohn's Libraries. • 
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•BIiOTAROaiS Lives. Translated 
• , by A. Stewart, M.A., and George 
Long, M.A. 4 vols^ 3r. (id. each. 

Mcvals. Theosophical^ssays. 
■ Tiemsiated by C. W. King, M.A. 

5 ^. • 

Morals. Ethical Essays. 
iWkslated by the Rev. A. R. 
Shillcto, M.A.* Sr. ^ 


POETRY OF AMERICA. Se¬ 
lections from One Hundred 
American Poets, from 1776 to 
1876. By W. J. Linton. 3r, (id. 


POLITIOAL CYCLOPiEDlA. 
A Dictionary of Political, Con¬ 
stitutional, Statistical, and Fo¬ 
rensic Knowledge; forming a 
Work of Reference on subje*ts of 
CivU Administration, Political 
• Economy, Finance, Commerce, 
Laws, and Social Relations. 4 
vols. 3r. (id. each. 

POPE’S Poetical Works. Edited, 
with copious Notes, by Rollert 
Cwruthers. With numerous Illus¬ 
trations. 2 vols. 5r. each. 


— Homer’s Hiad. Edited by 
the Rev. J. S. Watson, M.A. 
Illustrated by the entire Series of 
Flaxman’s Designs. 5r. 


_Homer’s Odyssey, with the 

Battle of Fre^s and Mice, 1 lymns, 
/ &C., by other translators.* Edited 
by the Rev. J. S. Watson, M.A. 
With the entire Series of Flax- 
„man’s Designs. Sr. 


; Xdfe, including many of his 

.Letters. By Robert Carruthers. 
\i-With numerous Illustrations. 5 ^* 

V. J?' . * ‘ -f 


f 


V ^tlSHSXE^S Prose Tales: The 

:r,. il^antain’s Daughter—Doubrovsky 

• Queen of Spades — An 

APeasant Girl—^The Shot 
^Tbe' Snow Storm—The Post- 
. , UMWiser -^’rhe Coffin Maker — 

Vi' The Egyptian Nights— 

Petcar the Great’s^^o. Trans¬ 
it: > lated by T. Keane. 3r. 6 d. 


■s 




PRESCOTT’S Conquest of 
Mexico. Copyright edition, with 
the notes by John Poster Kirk, 
and an introduction 1 ^ G. P. 
Win.ship. 3 vols. 3r. 6 d, each. 

-Conquest of Peru. Copyright 

edition, with the notes of John 
F'oster Kirk. 2 vols. jr. (id, each. 
—> Reign of Ferdinand and 
{sabella. Copyright edition, 
• with the notes of John Foster 
Kirk. 3 vols. 31. 6t/.*each. 
PROPERTIUS. Translated l>y 
Rev, P. J. ¥. Gantillon, M,A., 
and acconnwinied by Poetical 
Versions, from various source. 
yjSd. * 

PROVERBS, Handbook of. Con¬ 
taining an entire Republication 
of Ray’s Collection of English 
Proverbs, with liis additions nom 
Foreign Languages and a com¬ 
plete Alph.al)etical Index; in which 
are introduced large additions as 
well of Proverbs as of Sayings, 
Sentences, Maxims, and Phrasesf 
collected by 11 . G. Bohn. 5 '^* 
PROVERBS, A Polyglot of 
Foreign. Comprising French, 
Italian, German, Dutch, Spanish, 
Portuguese, and Danish. With 
English Translations & a General 
Index by H. G. Bohn. Jr. 
POTTERY AND PORCELAIN* 
ami other Objects of Vertu. Com¬ 
prising an Illustrated Catalogue of 
the Bernal Collection of Woiks 
of Art, with the prices at which 
they were sold by auction, and 
names of the possessors. To which 
are added, an Introductory Lecture 
on Pottery and Porcelain, and an 
Engraved List of all the known 
Marks and Monograms. By Henry 
G. Bohn. With numerous Wood 
Engravings, Jr. ; or with Coloured 
Illustrations, lor. 6 d. 

PROUT’S (Father) RflUqueft. Col¬ 
lected and arranged by Rev. F. 
Mahony. New issue, with 21 
Etchings by D. Maclise,, R.A# 
Nearly 600 pages.. 5 *. 
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QUINTILIAN’S Institutes of 
Oratory, or Education of an 
Orator. Translated by the Rev. 
J. S. Watson, M.A. 2 vols. s. 

BAOINE'S (Jean) Dramatio 
Works. A metrical English ver< 
sion. By R. Bruce Boswell, M. A. 
Oxon, 2 vols. 3r. 6 d. each. 

BANKERS History of the r*ope i, 
during the La^l Four Centuries. 
Translated by E. Foster. Mrs. 
Foster’s translation revised, with 
considerable additions, by G. R. 
Dennis, B.A. j vols. p. 6d. each. 
— History of Servla and the 
Servian Revolution. With an 
Account of the Insurrection in 
Bosnia. Translated by Mrs. Kerr. 
3 x. del. 

BEOREATIONS InSHOOTINa. 
By ‘ Craven.’ With 62 Engravings 
on Wood after Harvey, and 9 
^ Engravings on Steel, chiefly after 
A. Cooper, R.A. 5r. 

BENNIE’S Inseot Arohlteoture. 
Revised and enlarged by Rev. 
J. G. Wood, M.A. With 186 
Woodcut Illustrations. 5r. 

REYNOLD’S (Sir J.) Literary 
Works. Edited by II. W. Beechy, 
2 vola y. 6J. each, 

RIQAIIDO on the Principles of 
PoUtioal Economy and Taxa¬ 
tion. Edited by E. C. K. Gonner, 
hl.At 3^* 

RICHTER (Jean Paul Friedrloh}. 
XiCvana, a Treatise on Education; 
together with the Autobiography 
(a Fragment), and a short Pre- 
• fatory Memoir, jr. 6 d. 

Flower, Fruit, and Thom 
Pieeas, or the Wedded life. Death, 
and Marriage of Firmian Stanis¬ 
laus Siebenkaes, Parish Advocate 
’ in the Paridi of Kuhschnapptel. 

Newly bran^^ted by Lt. Col. Alex. 

^/ Bwing. p.6d 


Books 


ROGER DE HOt^lS^N ip; 
nals of i^ngUsh History,^ 
prising the Historjr Of . 

and of other Countries , .. 

froils A.O. 732 to Aip. >! 120 t .,0 
Translated by H. T. Rileys 
2 vols. ' ‘jr. each. '' 

ROGER OF ViTBNDOTBlt’S 
Flowers 'of Hfiitbry, jcomprNbKr 
the History of England ' 

Descent of the SaxOns to A.D*V - 
1235,formerly ascribed to Mat^iisw 
Paris. Translated bv J. A. Gilel, , 
D.C.L. 2 vols. 5r.eacb. . 

[Fic>/. II, out {>/friiit. 

ROME In the NINETEEI^ 
CENTURY. Contain!^ a qMa* - 
pleie Account of the Ruins of the', 
Ahcient City, the Remains of 
Middle Ages, and thO 
of Modern Times. ByC.A.]^toh. ' 
With 34 Steel Engravings. 2 vols. 

5f. each. 

- 5 '«Burn. ‘ 

ROSCOE’S (W.) LIM and Prmtt*: 
flnate of Leo X. Final etfiriou,-. 
revised by Thomas Rosooef a 
vols. 3r. 6<f. each. 

-Life of Lorenao de’i£e 4 l^' 

called * the Magnificent.* W|ta • C 
his poems, letters, Ac. 

Edition, revised, with 
Roscoe by his Son. 3^.6^; 

RUSSIA. Bi8toiir <rf^Aorn;^'|; 

earliest Period, camiflled . 


earliest Period, 

the most authmiie seui^-f^l^ 
Walter K. Kelly. 

2 vols. 3r.6rf.each,., 

SALLUST, 

LEIUS .FATNB,Glil^i 


Translated J 




SQHILLEB’SWnM; 
by various h«ads^ '’0 
eadi:- f;., 


•L A 


War. 



Contai%ed Bok?t^s Libraries^ 
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C0Htiniud, 

- * of the Itevolt in the 

^ . Netherlands, the Trials of 

. f Counts Egmont and ]^orn, 

• thtSiegeof Antwerp, and 
^ 1 \ * thieDisturbanc^n France 
’ '■ preceding the Reign of 

Hwit IV. 

, ^|,«x.pon Garlhs, Mhry Stuart, 
Maid of Orleans, Bride of 
M^ina, together with the 
Use of tlie Chorus in 
' Tragedy (a short Essay). 

These Dramas are all 
translated in metre. 

. iV.—Robbers (with SchHler's 
original Preface), Fiesco, 
Love and Intrigue. De- 
rnetrius, Ghost Seer, Sport 

. of Divinity. 

• The Dramas in this 
volume are translated into 
Prose. 

V.-^Poems. 

'VI.—EssajrSiAEsthelical and Philo* 
s(^bical 

VJL—WaUcnstein’s Camp, Pic- 
nolomini and Death of 
Wallenstein, William Tell. 

f ioaiLLSB and GOETHE. 

Ctotr^fipsffiidenoe between, from 
V <kiB. 1794 - *805. Translated by 
Dorit Scbmits. avols. ‘is.od. 

e 

'jl^PUES 0 |SZ*’S (T.) Leotorea on 
of Life and the 

* - - by the Rev. A. J. W. Mor- 

.A. 3f.6rf. 

an the Hlstorr of 
_ and Modern. 

f^iil^^^SmntheGerman. y.6d. 

Oh 'the Philosophy 
.l^nnslated by J. B. 

_ »8 Xjeotores on 

!lfllstoflrya together with 
^^^nres entitled Caesar and 





Alexander, and The Beginning of 
our History. Translated by L. 
Purcell and R. H. Whitetock. 
3 j . 6cl. 

-AQsthetlo and MlsoeUaneous 

Works. Translated by E. J. 
Millington. 3 r. (td, 

SCHLEGEL (A. W.) Leoturos 
on Dramatio Art andLlterature. 
Jtk»laled by J. Black. Revised 
Edition, by the Rev. Jt. J. W. 
Morrison, M.A. 3 r. 6d- 

SCHOPENHAUER on the Four¬ 
fold Boot of the Prluolple of 
Sufilcient Reason, and On tto 
Win In Nature. Translated by 
Madame llillebrand. 5 '^* 

-Essays. Selected and Trans¬ 
lated. With a Biographical Inteo* 
duction and Sketch of his Philo¬ 
sophy, by E. Belfort Bax, 5^' 

SOHOUW’S Earth, Plants, and 
Man. Translated by A. Henfrey. 
With coloured Map of the Geo-« 
graphy of IMants. S-*- 

SCHUMANN (Robert). His Life 
and Works, by August Keissmann. 
Translated by A- L. Alger. 3 j, 6 </. 

-Early Letters. Originally pub- 

blished by his Wife. Translated 
by May Herbert. With a Preface 
by Sir George Grove, D.C.L. 
3 f. 6 d. 

SENECA on Benefits. Newly 
translated by A. Stewart, M.A. 
3 J. 6d. 

_Minor Essays and On Clem> 

enoy. Translated by A. Stewart, 
M^.A. 5*^* 

SHAKESPEARE DOCU¬ 
MENTS, Arranged by D, 
Lambert, B.A. y. 

SHAKESPEARE’S Dramatio 
Art. The Plistory and Cbaiacter 
of Shakespeare’s Flays. By Dr, 
Heroiantt Ulrici. TranslatM by 
L. Dora Schmitac. i{vols. 3 i* 6 & 
mdb. A- 
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SHiJCBSPEiLRE (William). A 
Literary Biography by Karl Elze, 
Ph.D., I<L.D. Translated by 
L. Dora Schmitz. 5r. 

SHABFE (S.) The History of 
E07pt, from the Earliest Times 
till the Conquest by the Arabs, 
A.D. 640. By Samuel Sharpe, 
a Maps and upwards of 400 Illus¬ 
trative Woodcuts. 2 vols. fi.^^ach. 

SHEIliDAN’S Dramatic Works, 
Complete. With Life by G. G. S. 

SISMONDrs History of the 

* Literature of the South ol 
Europe. Translated by Thomas 
Koscoe. 2 vols. 3;. 6^/. each, 

SMITH’S Synonyms and An¬ 
tonyms, or Kindred Words and 
their Opposites. Revised Edi¬ 
tion. 5r. 

-Synonyms Discriminated. 

A Dictionary of Synonymous 
Words in the English Language, 
showing the Accurate signification 
of words of similar meaning. 
ICdited by the Rev. H. Percy 
Smith, M.A. 

SMITH'S (Adam) The Wealth of 
Nations. Edited by £. Belfort 
Bax. 2 vols. 3s. each. 

-Theory of Moral Sentiments. 

With a Memoir of the Author by 
Dugald Stewart. 3r. 6*/. 

SMYTH’S (Professor) Lectures 
on Modem History, a vols. 
3s. 6{i. each. 

SMYTH’S (Professor) Lectures 
on the French Bevolution. 

. 2 vols. 3 j. 6ci. each. 

SMITH’S (Pye) Geology and 
Scripture. 2nd Edition. 5^, 

,SM 0 LLETT’S Adventures 01 
Roderick Random. With short 

« Memoir ^nd Bibliography, and 

^ Cluikshank’s Illustrations. 3r. 6^. 


SMOLLETT’S iSftlveatutes Sf 
Peregrine Pickle. With KbUe-: 
graphy and Craik^ank*s IltuS' 
trations. 2 vols. 3^. 6<f. ea^. 

-i The Expedition of cBuiaa*" 

phrypUnker. With Bibliography 
and (Sruikshank’s Illustrations. <> 
3s. 6d. ^ 

SOCRATES (surnamed *S<dioliai';; 
tious’). TheEooleshtstiocdXBs^ 
tory of (a. d. 305-445). Translated 
from the Greek. 5^. 

SOPHOCLES, The .Tragedies of., 
A New Prose Translation, with 
Memoir, Notes, &c., by E. P. 
Coleridge, M.A. 5*. 


SOUTHEY’S Life of Ndaon., 
With Portraits, Plans, and up¬ 
wards of so Engravings on Steel 
and Wood. 

-Life of Wesley, and the Rise 

and Progress of Methodism, gs, 

-Robert Southey. The Story. 

of his Life written in his Letters. 
Edited by John Dennis. 3s. 6d. 

SOZOMEN’S Ecoleslastloal HI0-. 
tory. Translated from the Gre^„ 
Together with the £cci.BSlASTl-»' 
CAL History of Philostor* 
Gius, as epitomised ^ PhotiuJk 
Translated by Rev. E. Walfbrd* 
M.A. 5^ 

SPINOZA’S Chief Werke. Trans^ 
laied, with Introduction^tgr 
Elwes. 2 vols. Sj. J 

STANLEY’S Olaeslfled 
of the PrinidpsI 
Dutch and Xlemleh' 

By George Stanley^ ||^;< ' , 1/1 

STARLING’S (Mliig)N 6 bl 4 iEM^ ^ 
of Women. With 
gravings. 5#. ■ 

STAUNTON’S 
Handbook. 5^ 

-OhesaPra^ 

to the Ch^player’s 



Contained tn Bohn^s Libraries. 
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i0hsm!O^% Ohesa • player’B 
t • dQia$MUli01i. Comprising a Trea- 
on Odds, Collectfto of Match 
Games, and a Selection of Original 
Ifolilema, 51. • 

I Oiesa Touxnaxnent of 1851. 
With Introduction anddtotes. 5^. 


Swirr’s Tkosk yfORKS continued. 

II •—TheJournallo Stella. Edited 
by Frederick RyIand,M.A. 
With 2 Portraits and Fac¬ 
simile. 

III.&l V.—^Writings on Religion and 
the Church. 


STpOEXtABDT’S Experimental 
* Otumlatry. **Edited*by C. W. 
; ^ Heaton, F.C.S. 51. 

' STOWE (Ml».H.B.)TTnele Tom’s 
Oabln. Illustrated. 3J. 6 d. 

STRABO’S* Geography. Trans¬ 
lated by W. Falconer, M.A., 
and li. C. Hamilton. 3 vols. 
5r. each. 

STRIOELAKD’S (Agnes) Uvea 
of the Queens of England, from 
.the Norman Conquest. Revised 
Edition. With 6 Portraits. 6 vols. 

each. 

-Life of Mary Queen of Scots. 

a vols. 5r. each. 

-Iiivee of the Tudor and Stuart 

Trlnoesses. With Portraits. 51 

STUART and REVETT’S Anti- 
- qultles" of Athens, and other 
' Monuments of Greece. With 71 
Plates engraved on Steel, and 
numerous Woodcut Capitals. 51. 

SBETOHITJS’Lives of theTwelve 
'Cflssikni and Lives of thtf Gram- 
inariana. Thomson’s translation, 
revised by T. Forester. 5f. 

vkOPSTB Prose Works. Edited 
Vv* Scott. With a Bio- 

L {ntrodttcUon by the Right 

E. H. Lecky, M.P. 
:' ’' , Portraits and Facsimiles. 

■ lat vplfc p. 6 d. each. 

• - C Wj. ready. 

J '\'' ;<i.-* 4 Tale of a Tub, The Battle 
i*?,! ‘ Books, and other 

' ? *early irorks. Edited by 
' ' Temple Scott. With a 

. BiomphScal Introduction 
by W. £. H. Lecky. 


V.—Historical and Political 
Tracts (English). 

yf.-r-The Drapier’s Letters. 
With facsimiles of Wood’s 
Coinage, &c. 

VII.—Historical and Political 
Tracts (Irish). 

VIII.—Gulliver’s Travels. Edited 
, by G. R, Dennis. WMi 
Portr.ait and Maps. 

IX. —Contrilnitions to Periodicals. 

X.—Historical Writings. 

XI.—Literary Essays. 

XII.—Index and Bibliography, <S:c. 

[/» preparation, 

TACITUS. The Works of. Liter¬ 
ally translated. 2 vols. 5'^* cacHf 

TASSO’S Jerusalem Delivered. 
Translated into English Spenserian 
Verse by J. IL WifTen. With 8 
Engraving.s on .Steel and 24 Wood- 
cuts by Thurston, p. 

TAYLOR’S (Bishop Jeremy) 
Holy Living and I>^ng. 3J. 6 d. 

TEN BRINK.—BRINK. 

TERENCE and PHASDRU8. 
Literally u unstated by H.T. Riley, 
M.A. To vrhich is added, Smart’s 
Metrical Version of l’h$cdrus. 5i, 

THEOCRITUS. BION, MOS- 
CHUS.andTYRTABUS. Uter- 
ally translated by the Rev. J. 
Banks, 'M.A. To which ate ap¬ 
pended the Metrical Verrions of 
Chapman. 5r. 

TEEODORET and EYAGB 1 U 8 . 
Histories of the Church from a,d*, 
332 to A.ii. 427; iind from A.P. 
' 431 to A. u. 544. Translated. Jfc 
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An Alphabetical List of Books 


THIERRY’S History of the 
Oonqueat of England by the 
Normans. Translated by Wil- 
Uatn Haslitt. 2 vols. y. 6<i. each. 

THUCYDIDES. The Pdopon- 
neslan War. Literally translated 
by the Rev. fl. Dale. 2 vols. 
3^. 6 d. each. 

-An Analysis and Summary 

of. By J. T. Wheeler. Sr., « ^ 

THUDidHUM (J. L. W.) A Trea¬ 
tise on Wines. Illustrated. 5r. 

URE'S (Dr. A.) Cotton Manufao- 
ture of Ureat Britain. Edited 
* by P. L. Simmonds. 2 vols Sr. 
each. 

-Philosophy of Manufactures. 

Edited by P. L. Simmonds. js. 6 d. 

VASARI’S Lives of the most 
Eminent Painters, Sculptors, 
and Architects. Translated by 
Mrs. J. Foster, with a Commen- 
4 tary J. F. Richter, Ph.D. 6 
vols. 3r. 6 (i. each. 

VIRQ^IL. A Literal Prose Trans¬ 
lation by A. Hamilton Bryce, 
LL.D. With Portrait 3f. 6rf. 

VOLTAIRE’S Tales. Translated 
R. B. Boswell. Containing 
Bebouc, Memnon, Candida, L’ln- 
g 4 nu, and other Tales. 3r. 6 d. 

WALTON’S Complete Angler. 
Edited by Edward Jesse. With 
Portrait and 203 Engravings on 
Wood and 26 Engravings on 
Steel. 5^* 

' — Lives of Donne, Hooker, &o. 
New Edition revisrf by A. H. 
BuUen, vnth a Memoir of Izaak 
- Walton by Wm. Dowling. With 
' numerous Illustrations. 5r. 

WEtLlNOTON.Llfeof. By'An 
' Old Soldier.' From the materials 
MakWelL With Index and 18 
^t^-Engrafings. jx. 


WELLIN OTON, 

.S'xa Maxwell. '• V' - 

WBRNB^t'S Tempi 
Cyprus. Translated by E.A^^ 
Lefis. 3T. 6(f> e 

WESTROPP (H. M.) A' 
book of'Archeeology, Egypt^;.: 
Greek, Etruscan, Romnh*. 
trated. y, ' J 

WHITE’S Natural Hlshx^ 
Selbome. With Notes by Sii^: 
William Jardine. Edited . 

ward Jesse, With jto Portndts 
and coloured Plates. * Jx. 

WBEATLEY^S A Rational 
tratlon of the Book of Oommotf 
Prayer. •'-r; 

WHEELER’S Noted Names of 
Fiction, Dictionary K>f. 5 x. 


WIESELER’S OhroholQI^ . 
Synopsis of the Four ^ 

Translated by the Rev. C^nOu - 
Venables. 3x. 6^ 


WILLIAMofMALMESBURY’S. 
Chronicle of the Kings of Engv : 
land. Translated by the Rw.j; ; 
Sharpe. Edited by J, A. j 
D.C.L. 

XENOPHON’S Works. 
lated by the Rev, J* S. Wat«e«»,^t 
M.A., and the Rev. H, > In 
3 vols. 5x. each. j 

YOUN'G (Arthur). Tra^-liifei 
France during tim yeaVirlWti^i 
1788, and 1788. :Edjlfs4 
M. Betham 

-Tour Ih Ir^Axi 

General ObseryStie^; 
of the country'durul 
1776 - 79, Edi^ 

1 iutton. With jCbm; 
graphy by L F, 

Map. 2 vots* 

YULE-TIDE 
lection of Scaadinit^lN^Jl^i 
German Popular ' ' 
ditions. Emtedl^F*^ 




**V ‘ ^ ’ 


j*'n'!^'*v« V-'- ‘ Av' M 

Mm YORK ‘LIBRARY 


f ^ SERIES OF REFRINTS ON THIN PAPER. 

' '3^ w** ' 

^€3igned title pages^ buntings and endpapers. 

V. ? '1 “ 

Fcap. 8v^. in cloth, 2S. net; 

In leather, 3s. net. 

^ ’ 'r^'' ♦ 

,■'.<•! Yoik Library is noticeable by reason of the wis<lotn and intelh* 

' displayed in the choice of unhackneycil classics. ... A most 

^ttnukive scries'^^ reprints. . . . The size and style of the volumes are 
jsxtteUy what they should be.’— Bookman.^ * » ^ 

■ • ■ The following volumes are now ready : 

CHARLOTTE BRONTE’S JANE EYRE. 

BURNEY’S EVELINA. Edited, with un Introduction and 

Notc&, by Annie Raine Ellis. • 

I&.yRN^Y’S CECILIA. Edited by Annik Raine Ei.us. 3 vols. 

BURTON^S ANATOMY OF MELANCHOLY. Edited by the 
Rev, A. R.ShilleTO, M.A.,"with Introduction by A. H. Hullkn. 3 vols, 

BURTON’S (SIR RICHARD) PILGRIMAGE TO AL- 
MADINAH AND MECCAH. With Introduction by Stanley' Eane- 
PoOLte. a vols. 

CERVANTES’ DON QUIXOTE. Motteux’s Translation, re- 
vised. With Lockhart’s Life and Notes, a vols. 


/• *■' 



'fCOtkKiDGE’S AIDS TO REFLECTION, and the Confessions 
of do Inquiring Spirit. 

COLERIDGE’S FRIEND. A series of Essays on Morals, 
j.,, Politics, and Religion. 

COLERIDGE’S TABLE TALK AND OMNIANA. Arranged 
" _ Edited by T. Ashe. »A. 

l^jLfeRIDGE’S LECTURES AND ^9 

attd other English Poets. Editt^d l y T. Asnt, B.A, 

HISTORY OF THE INTELLECTUAL DE- 

ll^l^IENT OF EUROPE. 2 vols. 

EGYPTIAN PRINCESS. Translated by E. S. 

fJit&T’S ADAM BEDE. 

WORKS. A new edition in 5 volumes, with the 
collated by George Sampson. 

JONES (2 vols.), AMELIA (i vol), JOSEPH 

LOVERS. 



The York < Library— 

GESTA ROMANORUM, or Entertaining Moral < Stories Yn- 
ventpd by the Monks. Translated frcA” th^L^Hn,jby the Rev. CHAKL]^ 
Swan. Revised edition, by Wynnard Hooper, M.A. 

GOETHE’S FAUST. Translated by Anna Swanwick, LL,Q.. ' 

Revised edition, with an Introduction and Bibliasraphy by KARL BRRULi ' 
Litt.D., Ph.D. 

GOETHE’S POETRY AND TRUTIJ, FROM MY OWN LfFE* 
'IVanslated by M. ST?iELE-SMiTH, with Introduction and Bibliography by 
, Karl Rreul, Liu.U. ^ •• 

HAWTHORNE’S TRANSFORMATION (The Marble J'aun).*', 
HOOPER’S WATERLOO: THE DOWNFA/X OF THE 

FIRST NAPOLKON. \Yitli Maps and IMans. ' , / 

IRVING’S SKETCH BOOK. 

IRVING’S BRACEBRIDGE HALL, OR THE HUMOURISTS. 
JAMESON’S SHAKESPEARE’S HEROINES. ,Characteris- 

tics of Women : Moral. Poetical, and Historical. 

JL,AMB’S ESSAYS. Including the Essays of Elia, Last Essays 

of Elia, and Eliana. 

MARCUS AURELIUS ANTONINUS, THE THOUGHTS 
OF. Translated by George Long, ^.A. With an E^y on Marcus 
Aurelius by Mati hew Arnold. 

MARRYAT’S MR. MIDSHIPMAN EASY. With 8 Illustra- 

trations. i vol. PETER SIMPLE. With 8 Illnstrations. i vol. 


MKiNET’S HISTORY OF THE FRENCH REVOLUTION, 

fiom 1789 to 1814, 

MONTAIGNE’S ESSAYS. Cotton’s translation. Revised by . 
W. C. IIazlitt. 3 vols. 

MOTLEY’S RISE OF THE DUTCH REPUBLIC. With a 
l^iographical Introduction by Moncure D. Conway. 3 vols. 

PASCAL’S THOUGHTS. Translated from the Text of M. ; 
AUGU.STE Molinier by C. Kegan Paul. Third edition. 

PLUTARCH’S LIVES. Translated, with Notes and a Life by 
Aubrey Stewart, M.A., and George Long, M.A. 4 vols. 


RANKE’S HISTORY OF THE POPES, during the Last Four, : 

Centuries. Mrs. Foster's translation. Revised by G. R. DeHNIS.' 3 vote: 

SWIFT’S GULLIVER’S TRAVELS. Edited, with Intfoductiob) ^ 

and Notes, by G. R. Dennis, with facsimiles of the original iUtetratia^f^ ^ 

SWIFT’S JOURNAL TO STELLA. Edited, with IWfpdija&W. 

and Notes, by F. Ryland, M. A. 

TROLLOPE’S BARSETSHIRE NOVELS.—THE ^ 

{i vol.), BARCHESTER TOWERS 
FRAMLEY PARSONAGE (i vol.). 

TON (a vols.), LAST CHRONICLE_ 

VOLTAIRE’S ZADIG AND OTHER TALES. 

R. Druck JioswBLL. ’ '' 

ARTHUR YOUNG’S TRAVELS IN FRANCE, 

■788, and 1789. Edited with Introductioa a “ 
wards. 

0/Aer Volumes are in Pr^rt^hn* 






BElL’S HANDBOOKS 


OF 


ti* 


iTiHE-GRS^AT MASTERS 

IN PAINtlNG AND SCULPTURE. 

Edited by G. WILLIAMSON, Litt.D. 

NEW ASNI) cheaper reissue. 

I. With 40 Illustrations and Photogravure Frontispiece. 31. 6 d. net each. 

' 7 )ie folltming Volumes ^9e teen issueU: 

BOTTICELLI. By A. Streeter, and Edition. 

BRUNELLESCHI. By Leader Scott. 

CORREGGIO^ By Selwyn Brinton, M.A, 2nd Editi«»n. 

CARLO CRIVELLI. By G. McNeil lUisiiFOR-nr, M.A. 

■ DELLA ROBBIA. By the Marchesa Buri«\macciii. 2nd Edition. 
ANDREA DEL SARTO. By H. Guinness. 2ml Edition. 
DONATELLO. By Hope Rea., 2nd Edition. 

GERARD DOU. By Dr. W. Martin. Translated l.y Clan bell. 

GAJJDENZIO FERRARI. By Ethel Halsey. 

FRANCIA. By George C. Williamson, Lut.D. 

GIORGIONE. By IIkrrkbt Cook, M.A. 

GIOTTO. By F, Mason Perkins. 

LEONARDO DA VINCI. By Edward McCurdy, M.A. 

' M^OT'EGNA. By Maud CRirrTWELL. 

PERUOmO By G. C. Williamson, Litt.D. 2nd 
. mRO DELLA FI^ANCES.CA, ByW. (). WAT*i.s, M.A. 

PlNTORICCniO. By Evelyn March I hillii ps. 

- '■ te^APHAEL. By H. Strachey. 2nd Edition. 

^ ^KdT. By Malcolm Bell, and Edition. 

‘ RUBENS. By Hope R^a. 

aOHORELLI. By Maud Cruwwbui- snd td.Uon. 

BytheCONiBSSALORiNKj PRiuu-Bo^ 

By J. B. STOUuirroN Holkorn, M.A. 

DYPK. By Lionei. Cust, M.V.O., y.b.A. 
tf-'-ivKUASOOTa:. By R. A. M. Stevenson. 3 "! Edu™. 

WATti&U. By Eoocumbe Staley, B.A. „ o * * 

By Loid RiONALD Sutherland Gower, M.A., l^.S.A. 

. Write for Jllnstrated Proste.his. 
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CHISWICK SHAJKESPIME 

Illustrated by BYAM SHAW. ® 

With Introductions and Glossaries bym^HN DENKIS. 

4 - ' 

- -,. . I .ir— - - - - ^ t 

Printed at the Chiswick Press, pott 8vo.,* price is. 6 d. net per voPasie' 
also a cheaper edition, ir. net per volume; or 2s< net in limp leathe.; 
a few copies, on Japanese vellum, to be sold onl^ in sets, price Ss. aei]^ 
volume. ' 

Haw Complete in 39 Volumes. 

ALL’S WELL THAT EN'x)Js o LOVE’S LABOUR’S LOwST. 

WELL. MACBETH. 

ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 

MERCHANT OF VENICE. 
MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 
MIDSUMMER-NIGHT’S DREAM. 
MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING^ 
OTHELLO. 

PERICLES. 

Part I. ROMEO AND JULlfifi 
Part 11 . THE TAMING OF THE SHREW. 

THE TEMPEST. 

Part I. TIMON OF ATHENS. 

Part II. TITUS ANDRONICUS. 

Part III. TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 
TWELFTH NIGHT. 

TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA. 
WINTER’S TALE. 

POEMS. , , 

SONNETS. •' 


AS YOU LIKE IT. 
COMEDY OF ERRORS. 
CX)RIOLANUS. 
CYMBELINE. 

HAMLET. 

JULIUS C^SAR. 

KING HENRY IV. 
KING HENRY IV. 
KING HENRY V. 

KING HENRY VI. 
•KING HENRY VI. 
KING HENRY VI. 
KING HENRY VIII. 
KING JOHN, 

KING LEAR. 

KING RICHARD 11 . 
KING RICHARD III. 


‘ A fascinating little edition .’—Notes and Queries. 

' A cheap, very comely, and altoRether desirable 

But a few years ago such volumes would have been deemed worthy Co be. 
iditioHs d< luxe. To-day, the low price at which they are olTcr^ to me 
prevents them being so regarded.’—AYadSia. 

'Handy in shape and size^ wonderfully cheap, bcautUblly.minted fh«w - 
bridge text, and illustrated quaintly yet admirably by Mr. Byam^^sr aw hm 
but praise for it. No one who wants a good and conveniamt 
excutsuses, discursuses, or even too many notes—can do bett^ «l 
subscribe to this issue: which U saying a good deal in these di^ ^ ^ ' 

'.yentity Pair. 

•Wl 


What we like about these elegant booklets is the attention that 
per, as well as to the print and decoration ; such stout laid fiaoer^ wltt 
>n thb account alone, the 'Chiswick' siotfU eatily be 
speares. •— Pall Mall Geuette, ' ' 

. *** Chi^ick Shakespeare may also be had 
/ull %tU backf price 36f. net. ‘ 



tTO. S(. 64. eaoh set. 

fHE A4.,DINE EDITION 

or TBl 

BRIX*ISH POETS. 

... I 

,. vtCbSi otoeiloat edition of the EnffUsh olaBsios* ^th thoir complete texts end 
^ ^iahoterly tolxodnoiineui, nr* somethinir very different from the cheap volames of 
, .extnete whidi are jjnst now so much too oommontf-^(. James's Gazette, 

^ * An eKooHont series. Smell, handy, and completo.'—Saturday Review. * 


Btoke, Edited by W. M. Bossetti. 

Bumf. Edited by G. A. Aitken. 
StidL 


Botltt. Edited by B. B. Johnson, 
2 vols, , 

His Son- 

« -.an, WH, .uw.. ..... ... - With 

emoir by W. Allingham. 

OhattelrtaiL Edited by the Bey. 

W. W. Shnat, MJL 2 toIs. 

\ '• ' 

Ohftuoeir. Editedby Dr. B. Morris, 

. with Meaolr by Sir H. Nioohu. OtoIb. 


OhiUNShdU. Edited by Jas. Hennay. 
‘V ' 94 * 0 ^ 

'ij^erldge.. Edited by T. Ashe, 
^ B.A, 2vdi. 

OoUiixB. Edited by W. Moy 

; ^paas. 


Cowper. Edited by John Brnee, 
,,'|!.8.A. Srols. 

Xbrydesu E£ted by the Eev. B. 
V E.A. -iwda 

Bevised Edition by 

. moB. With Portrait. 

. Edited by J. Bradshaw, 
Edited bytheBev, A. B. 

pTT,. 

BSIM bf Qtarea 
flu tete iMtd 
WIW, wift t 

I ' At 


Milton. Edited by Dr. Bradshaw. 

2 vols. 

FameiL Edited by G. A. Aitkexu 

Foi^. Edited by G, B. Dennis, 
With Memoir by John Donnu. 3 vols. 

Prior. Edited by B. B. Johnson. 

2 vols. 

Raleigh and Wotton. With So* 
lections from the Writinss of other 
OOURTLY POETS from IMO to ISSO. 
Edited by Yon. Archdeacon Hannah, 
D.O.ti. « 

Rogers. Edited by Edward Bell, 
M.A. 

Sooti Edited by John Dennis. 

5 vols. 

Shakespeare’s Poems. Edited by 

llov. A. Dyce. 

SbeUey. Edited by H. Buxton 
Forman. 5 vols. 

Spenser. Edited by J. Payne Col* 
lier. 6 vols. 

Surrey. Edited by S. Yeowell. 
Sw^. Edited by the Be?. J. 

Mitford. 3 vols. 

Thomson. Edited by the Boy. 0. 
C. Tovoy. 2 vols. 

Vaughan. Saored Poems and[ 
Fiona RJtumlations. Edited by tee. 
Bev. H.lDyte. 

Wordaworth. Edited by Prof. 
Dowden. 7 vols. 

Wyatt. Edited by J. leowell. 

Young. 9 vote. Edited by, the 
Ber.J. Mitford. 



THE ALL-ENGLAND SERIES. 

HANDBOOKS OF ATHLETIC OAMBS. 

* The best instmction on games and sports b^ tho bes^ avilioiities, at thelowast 
prioeB.'^M>fl/ord iXagmine. 

SmaU 8 vo. doth. Illustrated. Price Is. oaoh. '' * 


Orioket. By Feed C. Holland. 
Orlok^t. By the Hon. and Bev. 
E. LTTTKDTOy. 

Ciro^iiet. By Lieut.-Col. the Hon. 
H. 0. Nkkoham. 

Lawn Tennis. By H. W. W. 
WiLBSKfOBCs. With a Chapter for 
Ladies, by Mrs. Eilltabd. 

S(iaash Tennis. By Edsiaob H. 

Miles. Donblo vol. 2s. , 

Tennis ,and Raokets and ^IFlTrs. 
By 3 ULIAB Marshall, Major J. Spxns, 
and Rot. J. A. Arran Tait. 

Gktlf. By H. S. G. Evsbaud. 
Double rol. 28 . 

Rowing and Sculling. By Gtnr 
Rixon. 

Rowing and Soulllng. By W. B. 

WOOnOATN, 

Sailing. ByE.F.ENiQBT,dbl.vol. 2s. 
Swimming, By Mabtin and J. 
Baostnr Oobbstt. 

Camping out. By A. A. Maodom- 

KLL. Double toL 28. 

Canoeing. By Dr. J. D. Haiwabd. 

Double Tol. 2 s. 

Mountaineering. By Dr. Olaudb 
Wilson. Double vof. 28. 
AthletioB. By H, H. Gbiitin. 
Riding. By W. A. Exbb, V.O. 
Double yoL 2 s. 

Ladles'Biding. ByW.A.KEBB,Y.O. 
Boxing. By B. G. Allanson-Wxnn. 
With Prefatory Note hy Bat Mullins. 


Fencing. H.A. GolmobbDokn; 
Cycling. H. GBimN,lAA.O.t 

N. O.E., O.T.C. With a Chapter, for 
Ladhis, by Mias Aesss WOOD. Double 
vol. 2 b. 

Wrestling. By Walxeb' Abm- 
STRONG, kew Edition. 

Broadsword and Slnglestl<A. 
By E. G. A](,TjiNse 3 b.WiNN and 0. FstL> 
Lirrs-WoTiLsv. 

GymnastloB. By A. F. JaNKnn. 

Double vol. 2s. 

Gymnastlo Competition and Dis¬ 
play Exerois^. Compiled by 
F. Grab. <- 

Indian Clubs. By G. T. B. Cob- 
BKTT and A, F. Jhnxin. 
Dumb-bells. By F. Gbaf. 
Football — Rugby Game. By 

Harrt Yasball. 

Football—Association Game. By 

O. W. Aloock. Revised Edition. 
Hookey. By F. S. Cbxswblt^. 

Now Edition. 

Skating. By DoDjSLAS Adams. 

With a Ghaptor for Indies, by Mbs L. 
Ohsbtham, and a Chapter on Speed 
Skating, by a Fen Skatw. Dbl. voL 2 b. 

Basebsdl. By Newton Orarx, 
Rounders, Fleldball, Bowls, 
Quoits, Curling, Skittles, dsa. 
By J. M. Walub and 0.0. Mott. 
Dancing. By Edwabd Soott. 
Double vol. 28. 


THE CLUB SERIES OP CARD AND TABLE GAMES. 

‘ No woll-rogulatod club or country house should he without thb usoftil series of 
lK>okB. —Globe, gmaU 8 vo. cloth. Illustrated. PHce Is. eabh. 


Bridge. By*TBMPLAB.* 

Whist By Dr. Wk. Pole, F.B.S. 
Solo Whist. ByBoBXETF.GBESN. 
Biliiards. By Major-Gen. A. W. 
Dbatson, F.B 1 .A 8 . With a Preface 
by W. J. Poidl. 

HlnU on Billiards. By J. P. 

Buchanan. Double vol. 2s. 

Chess. By Robert F. Green. 

The Two-Move Chess Problem. 
By B. G. Laws. 

Chess Openings. By 1. Gunsbebo. 
(Draughts and Backgammon. 

By ' BNRKNtNV.' 

Beveral and Go Bang. 

By 'Bxkxxlet.' 


Dominoes and Solitaire. 

By * Berkelxt.* 

B^sique and Cribbaga. 

By * BbAxslrt.^ 

ifioartd and Eucduro. 

By * BNBxxLvr.* , . 

Piquet and Bubloon Ptqwst v'' ; 
* Bnrkklnt.* ' ;' , A;, 

Skat By Louie Dixbl, , 

\* A Skat Soortng-boolE. I^s.' 

Bound Games, biotiicHli^ Poket 
Napoleom Loo, Ulngt-et-OB, kcb , Sj 
Baxtbb-Wbat, 

Parlour and l^ygiwiind Ganna. 
By Mm. LAVEiq|i<aLClwniai 



BELL’S CATHEDRAL SERIES. 

Profusely IliustrcSed^^Slslothf crown 8vo. js. 6ti. net each, 

SNGLISH CAVfIKDRALS. An Itinerary and Desetiption. Contpilcd hy James Gi 
^ (fiLCHRisT, A.M., M.D. Revised and edited with an Introduction on Cathedral 
Architecture by the Mw, T. Pkrkjns, M.A., F.R.A.S. 

BANGOR. Hy R B. Ironside Bax. 

BRISTOL. By H. J. L. T. Massi^, M.A. 

CANTERBURY. By riaRTLEV Withers. 5th Edition. 

CARLISLE. By C. JtiNr. F.i.ry. 

CHESTER. By CftvRLss Hiatt. 3rd Edition. 

CHICHESTER. By H. C. Cohlktte, A.U.I.H.A. and Edition. 
DURHAIf^By E. Bvoatr, A.R.C. A, 3rd Edition. 

ELY. By Rev. W. I). SwRiniNt., M.A.^arid Kdiiion. 

EXETER. By Pekcv Aduleshaw, %A. ^nd Edition, revi-id. , 
GLOUCESTER. By M. J. h. J. MassiJ, M.A. ^rJ Edition. 

HEREFORD. By A. Huoir Fishkr, A.R.K. and Edition, revtprd. 
LICHFIELD. By A B. CJMf*TON. and FZdition. 

LINCOLN. By A. F. Ki-ndrick, B.A. 3rd Edition. 

LLANDAFF. By E. C. Morgan Wii lmoi r, A R.I B.A. 

, MANCHESTER. By Rev. T. Phukins, i^J.A. 

NORWICH. By C. H. B. Quennkli . and Edition. 

OXJ'ORD. By Rev. Pkucv l)|fA.wMKK, M.A. and Ktliiioii, u-vUed. 
PETERBOROUGH. By Rev. W. D. Switciing. ami Edition, revised. 

RIPO^. By Cecil Hai LETT, B.A. 

ROCHESTER. By C. H. Palmer, B.A. and Edition, revbed. 

ST. ALBANS. By Rev. T. 1 'kukins, M.A. 

ST. ASAPH. By P. B. Ikonmuk Bax. 

ST. DAVID’S. By Philip Robson, A.R.I.B.A. 

ST. PATRICK'S, DUBLIN. By Rev. J. H. Bekmakii, .M.A.,D.D. 2nd Editio^. 
ST. PAUL'S. By Rev. Authuk Dimock, M.A, 3rd Edition, revised. 

ST. SAVIOUR’S, SOUTHWARK. By tH-oM.n Woki rv. 

SALISBITRY. By Gi.t-iisoN White. 3id Edition, rcvis,«'d. 

SOUTHWELL. By Rev. Arthur Dimock, M.A.’ and Isdition, ievi!.ed. 
WELLS. By Rev. Pbrcv Drakmer, M.A. 3ril Edition, 

WINCHESTER. By P. W. .Sergeant. 3rd Edition. 

WORCE.STER. By E. F. Sj range. and Kdiiion. 

YORK. By A. Clotton-Bkock, M.A. 3rd Eililion. 

Uniform with abov$ Series^ ATow ready, ts, 6d. net each. 

ST. MARTIN'S CHURCH, CANTERBURY. By the Rev. Canon Routledck, 
M.A., F.S.A. 

BEVERLEY MINSTER. Bf Charles Hiatt. 

WIMBORNE MINSTER and CHRISTCHURCH PRIORY. By the Rev. T, 

JPtfUJClllfS 

TEWKESBURY ABBEY AND DKERHURST PRIORY. Byll. J. L. J. Ma»i 4 , M.A. 
BATH ABBEY, MALMESBURY ABBEY, and BRADFORD-ON-A VON CHURCH. 

By Rev. T. Pkrktn^ M.A. 

WESTMINSTER ABBEY. By Chaklbs Hiatt. 

THE TEMPLE CHURCH. By Geokgb Woklkv. 

SI'. BARTHOLOMEW’S, SMI’l’HFIELD. By Gi.orgk Worley. 
STRATFORD-ON-AVON CHURCH. By Harold Baker. 

BELL’5 HANDBOOKS TO CONTINENTAL CHURCHES. 

Profusely Illustrated, Crown 8zw, clotk^ 2s, 6d. net each, 

AMIENS. By the Rev. T. Perkins, M.A. 

BAYEUK, By the Rev. R. S. Mvlne. 

CHAR'TRES: The Cathedral and Other Churches. By H. J. L. J. Mass^ M.A. 

MONT ST. MICHEL. By H. J. L. J. Mass£, M.A. 

PA^IS (NOTR£.DAtfE)k By Chaxucs HiA-rr. • 

R^EN ; The Cftthedral and Other Churches. By the Rev, T. Perkins, M,A. 



The Best Practical Working: Dictionary of the 
Eng:lish Lang:rtag^5., ^ 

WEBSTER'S 

international 

DICTIONARY. 

« ’ , 

2348 PAGES. 5000 ILLUSTRATIONS. 

. ■' .1 y^. M . .'■■ ■ .1— — 

NEW EDITION, REVISED THROUGHOUT WITH A 
NEW SUPPLEMENT OF 25,000 ADDITIONAL 
WORDS AND PHRASES. 

The Appendices comprise a Pronouncing Gazetteer of the WorldM 
Vocabularies of Scripture, Greek, Latin, and English Proper Names, 
a Dictionary of the Noted Names of Fiction, a Brief History of the 
, English Language, a Dictionary of Foreign Quotations, Words, Phrases, 
Proverbs, &c., a Biographical Dictionary with 10,000 names, &c., &c. 


Dr. MURRAY, Kdiior of the * Oxford English Dictionafy^’ sajrs:—' In this its 
Isitejkt forin,_ and with its large Supplement and numerous appendices, it Is a wonderful 
volume, which well maintains its ground against all rivals on its own lines. The ' defini¬ 
tions.' or more properly, ‘ e.vp 1 anations of meaning' in ‘ Webster’ have always struck me 
as particularly terse and well-put; and it U hard to see how anything better could be 
done within the limits.’ 

Professor JOSEPH WRIQHT, M.A., Ph.D., D.C.L., LL.D., SdUor ej 
the ^ English DiatcLt Dietionaryf says;—‘ The new edition of “ Webster's International 
Dictionary ” is undoubtedly the most useful and reliable work of its kind in any country. 
No one who has not examined the work carefully would ^^elicve that such a vast amount 
of lexicographical information could possibly be found within so small a compass/ 

Rev. JOSEPH WOOD, D.D., Head Master of IfarroWy says* 1 have always 
thought very highly of its merits. Indeed, 1 consider it to be far the most accurate 
English Dictionary in exi'-.tence, and much more reliable than the “Century.” For 
daily and hourly reference, " Webster *' seems to me unrivalled.’ 

Prospectuses^ with Prices and Specimen Pa^es^ m Application, 


WEBSTER’S COLLEGIATE DICTIONARY. 

The Largest and Latest Abridgment of ‘The International.’ 

Full partiiulars on application. 


LONDON; GEORGE BELL dr* SONS, YORK HOUSE, 
PORTUGAL STREET, W.C. 

5o,opo. S. & 3 . 5.0B. 






